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The Reuengers Tragædie. 


CACT.L SCA... 
Enter Vendici be Duke, Dutcheſſe, Luſurioſo ber ſonne, 
Spurio the baſtard,with 4 traine.paſſe auer the 
Stage with T orch-light, 
Uindi, TY V ke: royall letcher ; goe, gra de adultery, 
DEX — his ſonne,as — — as oy. 
And thou his baſtard true-begou in euill: 
And thou his Dutcheſſe that will doe with Diuill, 
Foure exlent Character O that marrow-lefle age, 
Would ſtuffe the hollow Bones with dambd defires, 
And ſtead of heate kindle infernall fires, 
Wic hin the ſpend-thrift veynes of a drye Duke, 
A parcht and iuiceleſſe luxur. O God ! one 
That has ſcarce bloud inoughto liue ypon, 
And hee to ryct it like a ſonne and heyre ? 
O the thought of chat 
Turnes my abuſed heart-ftrings into fret. 
Thou fallow picture of my poyſoned loue, 
My ſtudies ornament,thou ſhell of Death, 
Once the bright face of my betrothed 
When life and beauty naturally fild our 
Theſe ragged impertections ; 
When two-heauen-pointed Diamonds were ſer 
In thoſe vnſightly Rings; then 'rwas a face 
So farre beyond the artificial ſhine 
Of any womans bought complexion | 
That the vprighteſt man, (if luch there be, 
That ſinne but ſeauen times a day)broke cuſtome 
And made 7 after her, 
Oh ſhe was able to ha made a v ſonne 


Fr bar yr 
And what his father fiftie yeares told 
To haue conſumde, and yet his ſute beene cold: 


— — — 

ce when vert appareld in | 
The old Duke poyſon'd, * enge ur 
r en - a” Ag Alnus; 
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THE 'REVENGERS TRAG\EDIE. 
Vnto his palſey-luſt,for old men lufſt-full 
Do ſhow like young men angry, eager violent, 
Our-bid like their mired — 
O ware an old man hot, and vicious 
„Age as in gold. in luſt is couetous. i 
Veng ence thou murders Quit- rent, and whereby 
Thou ſhoult chy ſelfe Tennant to Tragedy, 
Oa keepe thy day, houre, minute, I berech: 
For thoſe thou haſt detetmindthum: o ete knew 
Murder vapayd,faith giue Neuenge her due 
Shas kept touch hetherto-be merry,merty, 
Aduance these, O thou terrot to far folkes 
To haue their coſtly three-pilde fleſh worne of 
© As bare as this for banquets: eaſe and laughter, 
Can make great men as greatneſſe _ clay, 
But wiſe men little are more greatthen they? 
p Emter her brother Hippolito. 
Hp. Still ſighing ore deaths vizard, 
Vind. Brother welcome, 
What comfort bringitthouthow go things at Court? 
Hop, In ſilke and brother: neuer bt auer. 
a Vind, Puh, N . | 
| Thou playſt ypon my meaning, pree-thee ſay 
Has that bald Madam, Opportunity? 
Yet thought vpon's, ſpeake ate we happy =_ 
Thy wrongs and mine ate for enefcabberd hr. 
Hip. It may proue happineſſeß 
Vind. What iſt may proue? 
Giue me to taſt. . ' 
y. Giue me your hearing then, 
2 my place at Coutt. 7 ot 
Vind, Lhe Dukes Chanibe tr 
But tis a maruaile thourt tot curnd out yet. 
Hip. Faith I haue beene ſhooud at, but t was Gill my hap 
To hold by th Ducheſſe skirt, you geſſe at that, 
Whome ſuch a Caate keepes vp can nere fall flat, 
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The Dukes ſonne warily enquird forme, 
Whoſe pleaſure l — he began, 
By policy to open and vnhuſ ke me 
About the time and common Tumour ; 2 
But I had ſo much wit to keepe my thoug 
Vp in cheir built houſes, — a 
An idle ſatifaction without danger, 
But the whole ayme, and ſcope of his intent 
Ended in this, coniuriug me in ptiuat e, 
To ſeeke ſome ſtrange digeſted fellow forth: 
Ot ill-contented nature, either diſgracſt 
In former times, ot by new groomes diſplacſt, 
Since his Step-mothers nuptialls, ſuch a bloud 
A man that were for euill onely good; | 
To giue you the true word ſome baſe coynd Pander? 
Vind, 1 reach you,for I know his heate is ſuch, 
Were there as many Concubines as Ladies 
He would not be contaynd, he muſt flie out: 
I wonder how ill featurde, vilde proportiond 
That one ſhould be: if ſhe were made for woman, 
Whom at the Inſurrection of his luſt 
He would refuſe for once, heart, Ithinke none; 
Next to a {kull,tho more vnſound then one 
Each face he meetes he ſtrongly doates vpon. 
H. Brother y aue truly ſpoke him? 
rle knowes not you, but Ile ſweare you know him, 
Vind, And therefore ile put on chat knaue for once, 
And be aright man then, a man a'th Time, 
For to be honeſt is not to be ith world, 
Brother ile be that ſtrange compoſed fellow, 
Hjp. And ile prefer you brother, 
Uind, Go too then, 
The ſmallſt aduantage fattens v d men 
— —— 
Ile hold her by 
Or like the French — — 7 
I haue a habit that wih ſu ic quaintly, 8 
«7 | 3 i v 
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Find. We muſt quoyne, 
Women are apt you know to take falſe money, 
But I dare ſtake my ſoule for theſe two creatures 
Onely excuſe excepted that they'le ſwallow, 
Becauſe thtit ſexe is eaſie in beleeſe. 
Moth, What newes from Cour ſonne Carlo? 
Hip, Faith Mother, 
Tis whiſperd there the Ducheſſe yongeſt ſonne 
Has playd a porn Lord Antonios wife. 
Moth, On that relligious Lady! 
Caſt, Royall bloud: monſter he deſerues to die, 
If Iraly had no more hopes but he. 
Vin. Siſter y aue ſentenc'd moſt direct, and true, 
The Lawes a woman, and would ſhe were you: 
Mother I muſt take leaue of you, 
Moth, Leaue for what? 
Vin. I Intend ſpeedy trauaile. 
Hy. That he do's Madam, Mo Speedy indeed! 
Vind. For ſince my worthy fathers funerall, . 
My life's vnnaturally to me, e en compeld 
As if I lud now when I ſhould be dead. 
Mot, Indeed he was a worthy Gentleman 
Had his eſtate beene fellow to his mind, 
Vind, The Duke did much deiect him. 
CHMoth, Much? 
— g difprace of ſmorherdin bis 
And th dif; mor in his ſpirit, 
When it would — thmke hee — 
Of diſcontent: the Noblemans conſumption. 
Moth. Moſt ſure he did: 
Find. Did he?lack, you know all 
You were his mid-night ſecretary, 
Moth, No, 
He was to wiſe to truſt me with his thoughts. 

Vind. Y faith then father thou waſt wiſe indeed, 
»» Wiues are but made to go to bed and ſeedle. 
Come mother, ſiſter: youle bring me onward brother? 


\ By, I'll, 
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Find. Ile quickly turne into another, , Exeunt, 
Enter the old Duke, Luſſurioſo, his ſenne,the Dacheſſe : the Baſt- 
ard, the Ducheſſe two ſonnes Ambitioſo, and Superuacuo , the 
third her yongeſt brou;ht ont with Officers for the Rape two 
Judges. 
Dubs Ducheſſe it is your yongeſt ſonne, we're ſory, 
His violent Act has e en drawne bloud of honor 
And ttaind ou: honors, 
Throne inck ypon the for-head of our ſtate 
Which enuious ſpins will dip their pens into 
After our death;and blot vs in our Toombes, 
For that which ould ſeeme treaſon in our lives 
Is laugliter when we re dead. who dares now whiſper 
That dares not then ſpeake out, and e en laime, 
With lowd words and broad pens our cloſeſt ſhame, 
Ju i. Your grace hath ſpokeliketo your filueryeares 
Full of confirmed grauity; --for what is it to haue, 
A flattering falſe inſculption on a Toombe: | 
And in mens hearts reproch,the boweld Corps, 
May be ſeard in, but with free tongue l — 
„ The faults of great men through their ſearce clothes breake, 
Dal. They do, we're ſory for t, it is our fate, 
To liue in — and die to liue in hate, 
Ileaue him to your ſentance dome him Lords 
T he fact is great; vhilſt I fie by and ſigh. 
D«ch.My gratious Lord I pray be mercifull, 
Although his treſpaſſe far exceed his yeares, 
Thinke him to be your owne as I am yours, 
Call him not ſonne in lawtthe law I feare 
Wil fal too ſoone ypon his name and him: 
Temper his fault with pitry? 
Luſſ. Good my Lord. 8 
Then till not taſt ſo — v ant 
Vpon the Iudges pallat, for ces 
Gile ore with mercy,ſhow like fayreſt women, 
Good onely ſor thert beauties, which waſhe of : no fin is oug- 
Ambitiſ | beſcech your grace, (lier 


Locke with au iron for-head on oui brother. 

Spe He yeelds ſmall comfortyct,hope he ſhall die, 
And if a baltards wiſh might ſtand in force, 
Would all the court wete tutnde ines a coarſe, 


Duc, No pitty yet? — I rife fruitleſſe then, 
A wonder in a are my knees, 
Of ſuch lowe—mentall-- that without Reſpedi 


1. iudg.Let the offender ſtand forth, 
Tis the Dukes pleaſure that Imparriall Doome, 
Shall rake firſt hold of his vncleane attempt, 
A Rape l why tis the very core of luſt, 
Double Adultery. 
Juni. So Sit. 
2. Iud. And which was worſe, 
Committed on the Lord Automioes wife, 
That Generall honeſt Lady, coufeſſe my Lord! 
Wha: mou'd you toot? 
Inni.why fleſh and blood my Lord. 
What ſhould m8ue men ynto a woman elſe, 
La. O do not ieſtthy doome gruſtnot an axe 
Or — — is a = 
And quickly can ile thee 
Tho — e onely has mad = brother, 
Lloue thee ſo fat, play nat wich thy Death, 
lun. I thanke you troth, good admonitions faith, 
If ide the grace now to male vſe of them, 


1. Ind. That Ladyes nome has ſpred ſuch a faire wing. = * 


Ouer all Italy; that if our T 8 | 

Were ſparing toward the Fa Iudgment it {clte, 
Would be condemned and ſuffer in mens thoughts, 

Tui, Well then tis done, and it would pleaſe me well 

Were it to doe agen:ſure ſnees a Goddelle, 
For ide no power to ſecher,andtolive, 
Ic falls out true in this wy omar > * 
Her beauty was ordaynd to be my ſc 

And yet my thinks I might be eaher ceaſt, 

My fault being ſport,let me but die in icſt. 

1. Iad. This be the ſenach es,, 


oo. 
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Dat, O keept pon your I ongue, let it not ſlip, 
Death too ſoone ſteales out of a Lawyers lip; 
Be not ſo crueil-wile ? 
r. Iudg. Your Grace muſt pardon vs, 
'Tis but the luſtice of the Lawe, 
Det. Ine Lawe, 
Is growne mote ſubtill then a woman ſhould be. 
Spu, Now,now he dyes,rid em away. 
Pat, O whatitis to haue an old-coole Duke, 
To bee as ſlack in tongue, as in performance, 
I. Iud . Confirmde, this be the doome irreuocable. 
Dat. Oh! 1. Hag. Tomorrow early, 
Dat. Pray be a bed my Lord. 
1. Iudg. Y our Grace much wrongs your felfe, 
eAmbi, No tis that tongue, 
Your too much tight, dos do ys too much wrong, 
1.1udg, Let chat offendet | 
Dat, Live and be in health. 
1. Iud Be on a Scaffold Dk, Hold,hold,my Lord, 
Spa. Pax ont, | 
What makes my Dad ſpeake now ? 
Dube. We will deferthe judgement till next fitting, 
In the meane time let him be kept cloſe ptiſonet: 
Guard bearc him hence, 
Ambi, Brother,this makes for thee, 
Fearc not, weele haue a trick to ſer thee free. 
Iuni. Brother, I will expect it from you both; and in that h 
Ireſt. Super. Farewell, be merry. Exitwith 4 . 
Spu. Delayd, deferd nay then if iudgement haue cold bloud 
Flattery and bribes will kill ir, 
Dale. About it then my Lords with your beſt 
More ſerious buſineſſe calls ypon our houres; Exe. manet Ds, 
Dut. Waſt euer knowne ſtep-Dutchefſe was ſo milde, 
And calme as I? ſome now would plot his death, 
With eaſie Doctors, thoſe looſe living men, 
And make his witherd Grace fall to his Graue, 
And keepe Church berter? a 
Some ſecond wife would de this,and diſpatch - 
B 


* 
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Her double loathd Lord at meate and ſleepe, 


Indeed tis crue an old mans twice a childe, 
Mine cannot ſpeake,one of his fingle words, 
Would quite haue freed m eſt deereſi ſonne 
From death or — e made him walk e 
VWich a bold foote vpon the thornie law, 
Whoſe Prickles ſhould bow vnder him, but tis not, 
And therefore wedlock faith ſhall be forgot, 
Je kill him in his fore · head, hate there feede, 
That wound is deepeſt tho it neuer bleed: 
Aud here comes hee whom my heart points vnto, 
His baſtard ſonne, but my loues true-begor, 
Many a wealthy lettet haue I ſent him, 
Sweld vp with Iewels,and the timorous man 
Is yer but coldly kinde, 
That Iewel's mine that quiuers in his care, 
Mocking his Maiſters chilneſſe and vaine feare, 
Ha's ſpide me now, A 
Sps, Madame ? your Grace ſo priuate. 
My duety on your hand. 
Dar. Vpon my hand ſir, troth I thinke youde feare, 
To kiſſe my hand too if my lip ſtood there, 
Spi. Witneſſe i would uot Madan, 
Dat, Tis a wonder, 
For ceremonie ha's made many fooles, 
It is as eaſie way vnto a Dutcheſſe, 
Auto a Hatted-dame, (if her love anſwer ) 


Idle degrees of feare,men make rheir wayes 
Hard of themſelues hat haue you thouglat of me? 
S$ps. Madam I euer thinke of you, in duty, 
Regard and 
Der. Puh. vpon my loue Imeane. 
Sn. I would tete loue, but tus a fowler name 


Then luft ; you are my fathers e, your Grace may geſſe now, 


What I could caltie, 
Dar. Why th art his ſonne but falſly, * 
Tis a hard queſtion-wherthes he begot thee, 


THE REFENGERS TRAGUVEDIE. 

Spe. Ifaith tis true too j Ime an vncertaine man, 

Of more yncertaine woman z —— his rom ath ſlable be. 
ot me, you know I know not, d ride a horſe well, a 

d {pition matry=-- hee was wondrous tall, hee had bis 

length yfaith, for peeping ouer halte ſhut holy-day windowes, 

Men would defire him light, when he was 2 foote, 

He made a goodly ſhow ynder a Penr-houſe, 

And wheu he rid, his Hatt would eck the fignes , and clatter 

Baibers Baſons, | 

Dm, Nay ſet you a horſe back once, 

Youle nete light off. 

Spu. Indeed lam a beggar, 

Dat. That's more the ligne thou art Great - but to our loue, 
Let it ſtand fume both in thought and minde, | 
That the Duke was thy Father,as no doubt then 
Hee bid faite fort, thy iniutie is the more, 

For had hee cut thee a right Diamond, 

Thou hadſt beene next ſet in the Duke-doomes Ring, 
When his worne ſelfe like Ages eaſie ſlaue, 

Had dropt out of the Collet into th Grave, 

What wrong can equall this? canſt thou be tame 
And thinke vppon t. 

Spa. No mad and thinke vpon t. 

Dat, Who would not be teuengd of ſuch a father, 
Een in the worſt way?l would thanke that finne, 
That could molt iniury him,and bee in league with it, 
Oh what a griefe tis, that a man ſhould liue 
But once ith world, and then to live a Baſtard, 

The curſe a'the wombe,the theefe of Nature, 
Begor againſt the ſeauenth commandement, 

dambd in the conception, by the juſtice 
Of that vnbribed cuerlaſtivg law, 

Sy. Oh Ide a hot- backt Divill to my father, 

Dar. Would not this mad e en patience, make bloud rough? 
Who but an Eunuch would not his bed 
By one falſe minute ted, 

Spi. I, there's the vengeance that my birth was | 
Pebereueng fo ahnow but gn, hs 
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Ile call foule Ince but a Veniall ſianne. i 
Dat, Cold ſtill: in vaine then mult a Dutcheſſe woo ? 
Spu. Madam | bluſh to ſay what 1 will doo. 
Dat, Thence flew ſweet comfort, eatueſt and farewell, 
Spu. Oh one inceſtuous kiſſe picks open hell. 
Dut. Faith now old Duke; my vengeaace ſhall reach high, 
Ile arme thy brow with womans Herauldrie. Exit. 
Sy Duke, thou didſt do mg wrong,and by thy Act 
Adultery is my nature ; 
Faith if the truth were knowne,l was begot 
After ſome gluttonous dinner ſome ſlirring diſh 
Was my kit farber; when deepe healths went round, 


And Ladies cheekes were painted ted with Wine, 
Their tongues as ſhort and nimble as their heeles 
Vtteting words ſweet and thick; and hen they riſe, 
Were me:ily d iſpoſd to fall agen, 

In ſuch a whiſpting and with-drawing houre, 

When baſe-male-Bawds kept Centinell at ſtaire-· head 


Was I ſtolne foftly ; oh damnation met 
The ſinne of feaſts, drunken adultery, 
Ifeele it ſwell me; my revenge is iuſt, 
I was begot in mpudent Wine and Luſt: 
Step-mother I conſenc to thy defires, 
I loue thy miſchiefe well, but I hate thee, 
And thoſe three Cubs thy ſonnes, wiſhing confuſion 
Death and diſgrace may be their Epitaphs, 
As for my brother the Dukes onely ſonne, 
Whoſe birth is more beholding to teport 
Then mine, and yet perhaps as falſely ſowne. 
(Women mult not be trufted with their owne ) 
Ile looſe my dayes vpon him hate all I, 
Duke on thy browe lle drawe my Baſtacdie. 
For indeed a baſtar by nature ſhould make Cuckolds, 
Becauſe he is the ſennc of a Cuckold-maker. Exit, 
© © Enter Vindici and Hippolita;Vindici i» diſęuiſe to 
attend L. Luſſurioſo rhe Dales ſonne, . 
Find. What brother ? am I ſarte inough frum-my ſeife? 
Wer Gere eee 2012112190 all 
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Into the world, and none wilt how he came. 
Vind, It wil conflrme me bould: the child a th Court, 

Let bluſhes dwell i th Country. impudence! 

Thou Goddeſſe of the pallace, Miſtrs of Miſteſſes 

To x hom the coſtly pet fumd- people pray, 

Strike thou my fore-head into dauntleſſe Marble; 

Mine eyes to ſleady Saphires:turne my viſage, 

And if I muſt needes glow, let me bluth in ward 

That this immodeſt ſeaſou may not ſpy, 

That ſchollet in my cheekes, Pole-baſbfullnes. 

That Maide in the old time,whoſe fluſh of Grace 

Would neuer ſuffer her to get good cloaths; 

Our maides are wiſcr;and are leſſe aſharad, 

Saue Grace the bawde I ſeldome heare Grace nam dl 
Hip. Nay brother you reach out a th Verge now. Sfoote 

the Dukes ſonne, ſettle your Jookes, | 
Uind, Pray let me not be doubted, Hip, My Lord 
Luſſ. Hipolito be abſent leaue vs. 
Hy. My Lord after long ſearch, wary inquiryes 

And politick ſiſtings, I made choiſe of yon fellow, 

Whom I geſſe tate for many deepe imployments; 

This our age ſwims within hirm and if Trae s 

Had ſo much hayre, I ſhould take him for Time, 

He is ſo neere kinne to this preſent minute? 
Lufſ. Tis ynough, 

We thanke theetyet words are but great-mens blanckes 

Gold tho it be dum dos vttet the beſt chankes, 
Hy. Your plenteous honor-—an exlent fellow my Lord. 
Luſſ. So, giue vs leaue--welcome, bee not far off, we mutt bee 

better acquainted, puſh, be bould with va, thy hand: 
Vind, With all my heart yfaith how doſt ſweete Muſ k- cat 

Whenſhall we lie togu her? | 
Luſſ. Wondrous knauel 

Gather him into bouldneſſe, Sfoote the ſlaue 

* Already as familiar as an Ague, 

And ſhakes me at his pleaſure, friend Ican 

Forget my ſelſe in priuate, but elſe where, 

J pray do you remember me. B 
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Find. Oh well ſi . I conſter my ſelſe ſawcy! 

Luſſ. What Baſt deene, 8 
Of what profeſſion. 

Find. A bone-ſetter! L. Abone-ſcrter! 

Uind, A bawde my Lord, 

One that ſetts bones togither, 

Luſ]. Notable blunt neiſc? 

Fit, lit for me, e en traynd vp to my hand 
Thou haſt beene Sctiuener to knauery then, 

Vird, Foole, to abundance fir;I haue beene witneſſe 

To the ſurrenders of a thouſand virgins, 

And not ſo little, 

I haue ſcene Patrimonyes waſh a peices 
Fruit-feilds turnd into baſtards, * 

And in a world of Acres, 

Not ſo much duſt due to the heite t was left too 
As would well grauell a petition' 

Lu. Fine villaineꝰtroth I like him wonderouſly 
Fees e en ſhapt for my purpoſe, then thou knowit 
Ith world ſtrange luſt, 

Vind, O Dutch luſtifulſome luſt! 
Druncken procrearion, which begets , ſom 
Some father dreads not ( goane to bedde in wine)to ſlide from 
the mother, 
And cling the d in-law, 
Some Vndes are adulterous with their Neeces, 
Brothers with brothers wiucs, O howre of Inceft! 
Any kin now next to the Rim ath ſiſter 
Is mans meate in theſe dayes,andin the morning 
When they are vp and dreſt, and their maſke on, 
Who can perceiue this? ſaue that eternall eye 
That ſce's through fleſh and all, well: li any thing be dambd? 
Ie will be twelue a dock at night; that cwelue 
Will neuer ſcape; 
It is the Iudat of the howers; wherein, 
Honeſtſaluation is betrayde to fin, 

Lufſ. Introth it is roctbur let this talke glide 

It is our bleud to crre, tho hell gapte lowde 


THE REVENGERS TRAG ASDIE. 


Ladies know L vcifer fell, yet ſtill are proudel 
Now fir? wert thou as ſecret as thou tt ſubtil, 
And — — into all eſtates 
] would embrace the: for a neere imployment, 
And thou ſhouldſt ſwell in money, and be able 
To make lame beggers crouch torhee, 
Veind, My Lord? 
Secretꝰ I nere had that diſeaſe ath mother 
I praiſe my father: why are men made cloſſe? 
But to keepe thoughts in beſt , I grant you this 
Tell but ſome woman a ſecret ouer night, 
Your doctor may finde it in the vrinallick morning, 
But my Lord, 
- Lf. So,thou'rtconfirmd in mee 
And chus I enter thee, 
Will quickly enter any man : but a V ſurer, 
He prevents that, by entring the diuill firſt, 
Lafſ. Attend me. I am paſt my depht in luſt 
And I muſt ſwim ot drowne,all. my defires 
Are leucld at a Virgin not far from Court, 
To whom I haue conuayde by Meſſenger 
Many wart Lines, fall of my ne ateſt ſpui 
And iewells that wereableto :auiſh 
Without the helpe of man; all which and more. 
nee fooliſh chaſt ſent back, the meſſengers, 
Recewing frownes for anſweres, 
Verd. Poſſible! 
Tis arare Phenix who ere ſhe bee, 
If your defires be ſuch. ſhe ſo repugnant, 
In troth my Lord ide be teuengde and marry her, 
Luſi, the doury of her bloud & of her fortunes, 
Ate both too meane,--good y to be bad withal 
Ime one of that number ——— fend 
Marriage is yet rather keepe afri 
— — delight 
What breeds a loathing in t. but night by night. 
Vid. A very fine relligion ? 


Laſt. 


| 
| 
| 
| | 
= 
| | 
| 
i 


THE REVENGERS TRAGUJEDIE. 
Luſſ. Therewwre thus, 
le truſt thee in tae buſineſle of my heart 
Becauſe I ſee thee wel experiencit 
In this Luxurious day wherein we breath, 
Go thou, and with a ſmooth enchaunting tongue 
Bewitch her cares, and Couzen her of all Grace 
Enter vpon the portion of het ſoule, 
Her honor, xhich ſhe calls her chaſtity 
And bring it into expence,for honeſty 
Is like a ſtock of money layd to ſleepe, 
Which nere ſo little broke,do's neuet keep: 
Vind, Y ou haue gint the Tang yfaith my Lord 
Make knowne the Lady to me,and my braine, 
Shall ſwell with firange Inuention:l will moue it 
Till I expire with —— drop downe 
M ichout a word to ſaue me; ---but ile worke⁊xä·koyæ 
Luſſ. We thanke thee, and will raiſe thee: - receiue her name, 
it is the only daughter, to Madame Gratiana the late widdow 
Vind. Oh, my ſiſter, my ſiſtetꝰ - Luf,Why doſt wa ke aſide? 
Vind.My Lord, I was thinking how I might begin 
As thus,oh Ladie—or twenty bundred deuices, 
Her very bodkin will put aman in, 
Lufſ. V ot the wagging of her haire, 
Vd No, that ſhall put you in my Lord. 
La. Shal't?why content, doſt know the daughter then? 
Vind, O exlent well by ſight. 
Lf]. That was her brothec 
That did prefer thee to vs. 
Vind, My Lord Ithinke fo, 
I knew 1 had ſcene him ſome where - 
Luſſ. And therefore pree - thee let thy heart to him, 
Be as a Virgin, cloſle, bad Oh me good Lord. 
Luſſ. We may laugh at that ſimple age within him; 
Vind, Ha i | 
Luſſ. Himſelfe being made the ſubtill inſtrument, 
To winde vp a good fellow, 
ind That's I my Lord. 
Lf]. That's thou, 
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Toextes — Ts 
Vid. A pure nouice? Luf, T was manag d. 
Vind. Gallantly carried; 7 
A prety-perfumde villaine, 

Lufſ. I ue betheught me 
If ſhe prooue chaſt (till and immoueable, 
Ventui e vpon the Mother, and with giftes 
As I will furniſh thee, begin wich her. 
Vin. Oh fie, fie, that's the wrong end my Lord. Tis meere impoſ- 
ſible that a mother by any gifts ſhould become a bawde to her 
owne Daughter! 

Luſſ.Nay then ] ſee thou it but a puny in the ſubtill Miſtery of 
a woman:--why tis held now no dainty diſh:The name 
Is ſo in league with age that now adaies 
It do's Eclipſe three quarters of a Mother; 

Vmd, Doſt ſo my Lord? 
Let me alone then co Eclipſe the fourth, 

Luſſ. Why well ſayd;come ile furniſh thee, but firft 
ſweate to betrucinall, 

Vind, True? Lufſſ. Nay but ſweare! 

Vind, Sweare?-—I hope your honor little doubts my fayth, 

L. Vet for my humours ſake cauſe I loue ſwearing, 

Vind Cauſe you loue ſwearing, ſlud I will, 

Luſſ Wb h, K 
Ecelony —— made of better ſtuff. 

Vind. That will do well indeed my Lord. 

Ls. Attend me? 

Vmrd, Oh, 
Now let me buiſſ, Tue exten Noble poyſon, 
We are made ſtrange fellow es, brother innocent villaines,” 
Wilt not be angry when thou hearſt ont thinkſt thou? 
Ifayth thou ſhale ; ſweare me to foule my ſiſter. 
Sword I durſt make a promiſe of him to thee, 
Thou ſha'r dis- heite him, it ſhall be thine honor, 
And yet now anpry froath is downe in me, 
It would not proue the meaneftpolicy 
In this diſgume to try the faythof both, 
Another might have had the iel - ſame office, 
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THE REFENGERS TRAGEDY. 
Some (laue,that would haue wrought effeQually, 
I and perhaps ote.wrought em, therefore I, 
Being chought trauayld, will apply my ſelfe, 
Vnto the ſelſe ſame forme, forget my natwe, 
As it no part about me were kin to em, 
So touch em. tho dutſt a moſt for good, 
Venture my lands in heauen vpon their good, Exit, 
Enter the diſcomtente{ Lord Antonio, whoſe wiſe the Ducheſſcs 
yongeſt Sonne raw'ſbt j be Diſconerin; the body of ker dead 
to certaine Loris : and Hippolito, 
L. Ant Draw neerer Lords and be ſad witneſles 
Ot a tayre comely building newly falne, 
Be ing fallely vndetmimed: violent ra 
Has playd a glotious act, behold my 3 
A fight that itrikes man out of me: 
Piero. That vettuous Lady* eAnt, Preſident for wiucy? 
Hip. Ihe bluſh of many weomen, whoſe chalt preſence, 
Would ene call{hame vp to their cheekes, 
And make pale wanton ſinners haue good colours. 
L. Ant. Dead 
Hex honot firſt drunke poyſon, and her life, 
Being fellow es in one houſe did pledge her honour, 
Pier. O greefe of many! 
L Ante. I markt not this before. 
A prayer Booke the pillow to her checke, 
1 bis was her rich confection, and another 
Plaſtc'd in her right hand, with a leafe tuckt yp, 
Poynting to theſe words. 
Melius virtute mori, Quum per Dedecus vinere, 
True and effectuall it is indeed, 
Hip. My Lord ſince you enuite vs to your ſorrowes, 
Lets truely taſt em, that with equall comfort, 
As to our ſelues we may releiue your wrongs, 
We haue greefe too, that yet walkes without Tong, 


Cura lenes i Mares ſtupent,,. 
L. Art. Vou deale with truth my Lord. 

Lend me but your Attentio Ile cut | 

Long greefe into ſhort words : laſt reuelling night, * 
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When Torch-light made an artificiall noone 
About the Court, ſome Courtiers in the maske, 
Putting on better taces then their one, 
Being full of frawde and flattery:amongft home, 
The Ducheſes yongeſt ſonne( that to honot) 
Fild vp a Roomezand with long luſt to eat, 
Into my wearing; amongſt all the Ladyes, 
Singled out that deere forme;who euer liu'd, 
As cold ip Luſt;as ſhee is now in death 
(Which that ſtep Duches-—Monfter knew to well; ) 
And therefore in the height of all thereuells, 
When Muſick was bard lowdeft,Courtiers buſieſt, 
And Ladies great with laughter;.--O Vitious minute! 
Vnſfit but for relation to be {poke of, 
Then with a face more impudent then his vixard 
He harried her amidſt athroag of Panders, 
That live yppon damnation kindes, 
And fed the rauenous vulture of his luſt, 
O death to thinke ont)ſhe her honor forcf?, 
Deemd it a nobler dowry for her name, 
To die with poyſon then to live with ſhame, 
Hip. A wondrous rare fire compac;, 
Shas made her name an e by that act, 
Pier, My Lord what iudgement followes the offender? 
L. Ant Faich none my Lord it cooles and is deferd, 
Pier Delay the doome for rape? 
LA, O you mult note who tis ſhould die, 
The Ducheſſe ſonne, ſheele looke to be a ſauer, 
Judgment in this age is nete kin to fauour. 
Hi. Nay then ſtep forth thou Bribeleſſe officer 
I —— all in ſteele to bind you ſurely, 
Heer let your oths meet, to be and payd, 
Which elſe will ſticke like ruſt, and ſhame the blade, 
© Strengthen my vow,thatif at the next ſuting, 
—_— ſpcake all in gold, and ſparethe bloud 
Ot iuch a ſerpent, e en before theit (ears, 
To let his ſoule out, which long fince was 
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All, We ſweare it and will act it, 
L. Arto. Kind Gentlemen, I thanke you in minelre, 
Hip. Twere pitty ? 
The ruins of ſo faire a Monument, 
Sould not be dipt in the defacers bloud, 
Piero Her funcrall ſhall be wealthy,for her name, 
Metits a toombe of pearle ; my Lord Auteno, 
For this time wipe your Ladyfrom your eyes, 
No doubt our greete and youres may one day court it, 
When we are more familiar with Reueng, 
L. Auto. That is my comfort Gentlemen, and Iioy, 
In this one happines aboue the reſt, 
Which will be cald amiralce at laſt, 
That being an old---man ide a wife ſo chaſt. 


ACTIS. 2. SCA. 1, 
Enter Caſtiz a the foſter. 


(aft How hardly ſhall that mayden be beſet, 
Whoſe onely fortunes, are her conſtant thoughts, 
That has no other childes-part but her honor, 
That Keepes her lowe 3 and empty in eſtate, 
Maydes and their honors are like poote beginners, 
Were not ſinne rich there would be fewer finners; 
Why had not vertue a reuenpewe? well, 
I know the cauſe,twold haue impoueriſh'd hell. 
How now Dondols. 
Don, HMadona;there is one as they fay a thin of fleſh and 
blood, a man I rake him by his beard char would very deſiie- 
ouſly mouth to mouth with you. * 
Caſt Whats that? 
Don Show his teeth in co x 
(ft. Ivnderſtaad thee — N 
Don Why ſpeake with you Ad 7 
8 Caſt. Why ſay ſo mad- man, and cut of a great deale of durty 
, <way 3 had it not better ſpoke in ordinary words that one 
E / /* "would ſpeake with me, 
Des Hayhaychars as ordinary as two ſhilliogylwould fue 
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alitle to ſhow my ſelfe in my place, a Gentleman-yſher ſcornes 
to vie the Phraſe and fanzye of a ſeruin N 

Caſt, Y ours be your one fir, go direct him hether, 
I hope ſoine happy tidings from my brother, 
That lately trauayld, whome my ſoule affects. 
Here he comes. 

Enter Vindice her brother diſguiſed, 

Uin Lady the beſt of wiſhes to your ſexe, 

Faire skins and new gownes, 


(at.Oh they ſhall chanke you fir, 


Whencethis, 
Vin,Oh from a deere and worthy friend, 
mighty! (AA. From whome? 
Ni. The Dukes ſonne! 
(aft, Recciue that! 


eA boxe ath care to her Rrother. 

I ſwore Ide put anget in my hand, 
And paſſe the Virgin limits of my ſelſe, 
To him that next appear d in that baſe office, 
To be his finnes Atturney, beate to him, 
That figure of my hate vpon thy checke 
Whilſt ris yet hor, and Ie reward thee fort, 
Tell him my honor ſhall haue a rich name, 
When ſeucrall hatlots ſhall ſhare his with ſhame, 
Farewell commend me to him in my hate! Exit 
| Vin. It is the ſweeteſt Boxe, 

That ere my noſe came nye, 
The fineſt drawne-worke cuffe that ere was worne 
Ie loue this blowe for cuer, and this cheeke 
Shall till hence forward take the wall of this. 
Oh Ime a boue my tong:moſt conſtant fiſter, 
In this thou baſt right honorable ſhowne, 
— 4 are cald — honour that haue none, 
Thou art . d for euer in my thoughts. 
It is not in the power of words to taynt thee, 
And yet for the ſaluation of my oth, 
As my reſolue in that Iwill lay, 
Hard ſeige ynto my er, cho 1 know,, 


F 


A Syrens, 


— ——— 
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A Fyrens tongue could not bewitch her ſo, 
Maſſe fitly here ſhe comes, thankes my diſguize, 
Madame good af.ernoone, 
CHoth, V are welcome ſuꝰ 
Vind, The Next of Traly commends him to you, 
Our mighty expectation, the Dukes ſonne. 
Atoth. I thinke my ſelfe much honord, that he pleaſes, 
To tanck me in his thoughts. 
Vind, So may you Lady: 
One that is like to be our ſuddaine Duke, 
The Crowne gapes for him euery tide, and then 
Commander ore ys all,do but thinke on him, 
How bleſt were they now that could pleaſure him 
Een with any thing almoſi, 
Moth, 1,ſaue their honor? 
Vind, Tut one would let a little of that go too 


And nere be ſeene int: nere be ſeene it, marke you, 
Ide winck and let it 


Moth. Marry but I would not. 
Vind, ane” Amar ph" bs 10k wer 20d 
at bl 


If youd that bloud now which your daughter, - 
To her indeed tis, this 2 — Ree 
at man that muſt be all this, perhaps ere moraing 


(For his White father do's but moulde away) 


Has long defirde your daughter, HMoth, Delude? 
Din d. Nay but heare me, 
He deſirs now that will command hereafter, 
Therefore be wiſe, I peake as more a fricad 
To you then him; Madam, I know y are poore, 
And lack the day, there are too many poore Ladies already 
Why ſhould you vex the number?ris deſpiſd, 
Live wealthy, tightly vnderſtand the world, 
And chide away that fooliſh Country gicle 
ny with daughter,chaſtity, 
CE ores riches of the _ cannot hire a mo- 
ther to ſuch a moſt ynnaturall taſke, 
Find, No, but a thouſand Angells can, 


Men haue no power, Angells mult worke you too t, os 
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The world deſcends into ſuch baſe-borne euills 
That forty Angells can make foureſcore diuills, 
Taere will be tooles {till I perceiue, ſtill foole, 
Would | be poore deiected, ſcornd of greatneſſe, 
Swept from the Pallace, and ſee other daughters 
Spring with the dewe ath Court, hauing mine owne 
So much deſit d and lou d by the Dukes ſonne, 
No, I would raiſe my ſtate vpoa het breſt 
And call her eyes my Tennanzs, I would count 
My yearely maintenance vpon her cheekes: 
Take Coach vpon her lip,and all her partes 
Should keepe menafter men, and I would ride, 
In pleaſure ypon pleaſure: 
You tooke great paines for her, once when it was, 
Let her requite it now, tho it be but ſome 
You brought her forth,ſhe may well bring you home, 
Moth O heauens this ouer-comes me? 
Vind, Not | hope,already? 
Meth, It is too ſtrong for me, men know that know vs, 
We are ſo weake their words can oucrthrow vs, 
He toucht me neerely made my vertues bate 
When his tongue ſtruck ypon my poore eſtate, 


Vind. Ie en quake to proceede, my ſpirit turnes edge? 


I teare meſhe's vnmotherd, yet ile venture, 
„ That woman is all male, vnome none can Enter? 
What thinke you now Lady,ſpeake are you wiſer? 
What ſayd aduancement to you:thus it ſayd! 
The daughters fal liſts vy the mothers head: 
Did it not Madame hut ile ſweate it does 
In many — this age feares no man, 
„ Tis po ſhame to be bad, becauſe tis common. 
AMoth, I that's the comfort on t. 
Find, The comfort on't! 
I keepe the beſt for laſt, can theſe perſwade 
To forget heauen - and 
Fd Oh! 
Moth. That enchant our ſexe, 
Theſe are the means that gouerne our 


CMorh, liheſe are they? 


j 
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Will not be troubled with the mother long, 
That ſees the comfortable ſhine of you, 
I bluſh to thinke hat for your ſakes Ile do! 
Vind. O ſuffring heauen with thy inviſible finger, 
Ene at this Inſtant curne the pretious fide 
Of both mine eye- balls inward, not to ſee my ſelſe, 
Mor, Looke you fir, Pn Holla, 
Hort, Let this thanke your paines. 
ind. O your a kind Mad-man; 
Net. lle ſee how I can moue, 
Vind. Vout words will ſting, 
Nor. If ſhe be ſtill chaſt Ile nere call her mine, 
Vind Spoke truer then you ment it, 
Mot, Daughter Caftiza, Caſt, Madam, 
Uind.O ſhees yonder. 
Meete her:troupes of celeſtiall Soldiers gard her heart. 
Yon dam has deuills ynough to take — 
Caſt Madam what makes yon euill offic d man, 
In preſence of you; Met. Why? 
Cat He lately brought 
Immodeſt writing ſent fromthe Dukes ſonne 
To tempt me to di 
Mot. Diſhonorable honorable foole, 
That wouldft be honeſt cauſe thou wouldlt be ſo, 
Producing no one reaſon but thy will, 
And tas a good report,pretely commended, 
But pray by whome;zmeane 3 people, 
The better ſort Ime ſure cannot abide it, 
And by whatrule ſhouldſt we ſquare out our Iiues, 
But by our bettets aconꝰ oh if thou knew vr 
What t were to looſe it, thou would neuet keepe it: 
ercs a cold curſe layd vpon all May des, 
other cli pthe Sunne they claſp the ſhades! 
Virginity is patadic . 
You poof — —2 without ſee. 
And tas decreed that man ſhould keepe the key! - 


Den aduancement,creaſure,the Dukes ſonne, 
1 PAT cry you merey: Lady I miſtooke you, 


rr 

did you ſee my Mother ; whichway'wawryou? © 

Pr? God thence Abe ** 
Fan Ply parby, him ? 

- me 2s e to 

Doe you no; now me nom? * 
af. — * 

The worlds ſo changd,one ſhape into another, 

It is a wiſe childe now that knowes her mother? 
und. Moſt right ifaith, 

Aother. Towe your cheeke my band, 
— anne on 
Cume you ſhall thoſe childiſh haviours, 

And vnderſtand your Time, Fortunes flow to you, 
— ma ay ax 


pol teard — rp e waves aſhoare, 
would grow and al all che Marchants poore, 


= It is a g of a wicked one, but me thinkes no 
— as . 
Better in his. 

Vind, Faith bad i inboth, 
Were I in earneſt as Ie vo leſſe?ꝰ 


o keepe her-ſeife ? No, 


A nc nr ates 
at h'as ſmall now entends, 
— þ hens —.— alone, 
are you, you haue happineſſe 
eee 
Sufficient in him- ſelſe to make your ſore - head 


Dadlehe world with eels, nnd Taney, 


P 
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To deale with my Lords Grace, | 
Heele adde mote honour to it by his Title, 
Your Mother will tell you how, 
Aother, That Till. 
Vind.O thinke ypon the pleaſure of the Pallace, : 
Secured eaſe and ſtate ; the ſtirtiug meates. (their eaten, 
Ready to moue out of the diſhes , that e en now quicken when 
Banquets abroad hy Torch · light. Muſicks, ſports, 
Bare-headed vaſſailes, that had nete the fortune 
To keepe on their owne Hats, but let harnes were em. 
Nine Coaches waiting hurry, hurty. 
Caft, Ito the Diuill. 
Yind.1 to the Dull, toth Duke by my ſaith, 
Moth. I to the Duke: daughter ſcothe to thinke ath 
Diuill and you were thete once. 
Vin. True ſot moſt there arc as proud as he for his heart ifaich 


Arn | | 
Jing her ſhort de bem th pichures, 
That are as vſe-lefſe as old men, when thoſe = 
Poot er in face and fortune then her- ſelfe, 
— af ang EARL , 
aire Medowes cut io Careene fore-parts—0 
It was the 2 — 
When FanSers ſonness mer, agen, 
Jowalhtheis vp Gentlemen 
The common-wcalth has flouriſhe euet ſince, 1 
Lands that were meat hy the Rod, hat labors ſpat d. 
Taylors ride de war, and meaſure em by the ard;, 
Faire trees thoſe comely fore-tops of Bold, | 
Are cut to maintaine head te: much vezold, 
All thrives but Chaſtity, ſhe lyes a cold, | 
Nay ſha'l I come neetet to bur this | 
are there ſo few women,bur becauſe re 
on ches accounted beſt, thats beſt fallowed , leaſt in 
trade, leaſt in faſhion, and thats not belecue it, and doe 
but note the lene and deiected priceof it:; 
Looſe but a Prarle ve ſearch and cannet brooks ir. 
Bus thas ef v is fo mad to lyeky if « |. 
0 " 4 Aotber 
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Mother, Troth he ſayes true. W 

(ft. Falſe, I defie you both : 

I have endur d you with an care of fire, | 
Your Tongues firack horte yrons on face; 
Mother, come from that poyſonous wornan there, 

Aother, Where ? 

(aft. Do you not ſee ber,ſhee's too inward then: 
Slaue periſh in thy office: you bexwens pleaſe, 
Hence-forth — — drm) 

Which firſt begins with me yet Tue out- gon Exie, 

Vind, on : clap pour wings ren e te oye, 
And giuethi 

Mor, Peeuiſh, ——— — anſwer, 
My Lord ſhall be moſt welcome, when his pleaſure 
Conducts him this way, I will ſway mine owne, 
— wodkes Debibg Exit, 

Vind. Indeed Ile tell him ſo; | 
O more vnciuill, more ynnaturall, 

Then thoſe baſe-tiled creatures that looke FOYER? 

do's not he tuen tnrne black, or with a frowne 

Vadoothe world—why do's not earth ſtatt vp, 

And ttrike the ſinnes that tread yppon't—oh ; 

Wert not for gold and women; there would be no \ 

Hell would looke like # Lords Great Kirchin without fire iu t 

But tas decreed before the world | 

That they ſhould be the hookes to catch. at man, Au. 
Emer Lufforioſo ; wb Hipplic, * 

Vindicies brother 


. T_—R thou art well ans 


S 1 
—— — ny | __} 
— — | 

Knaue in your face 
Laff. And I much thanke — your ney, 
A fellow of diſcourſe<well x 
And whoſe birine Time boch ſes 


ar od 
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We ſhall finde ſeaſon once l hope; —O villaiae ! 
Tomake ſuch an vnnaturall ſlaue of me; but 
La. Maſſe here he comes 


And now ſhall I haue free | 
£4 Your del 4h caue to depart. 


Luſſ. Now, ve re an — Sg ? q 
Eſpecially her brother. ſay, be 
Haue | a pleaſute toward. Vind, Oh my Lord, 
La. Rauiſh me in thine anſwer,art thou rare, 
Halt thou e her of ſaluat ion, 
And rubd hell ore with hunny ; is ſhe a woman ? 
1 In — Deſire. el. 
* Then 's in nothing, 1 in courage now, 
Vind, The words I brought, 
Might well haue made indifferent honeſt, naught, 
Anight good woman intheſe dayes is changde, 
Into white money with leſſe labour fatre, 
Many a Maide has turn d to Mahomer, 
Wich eaſier working; I durft vndertake 


Vpon the pawne and ſorſeit of my life, 

With ha boſe words rofl » Purnaoe wife 4 hy 
But ſhe u cl 20d ; yet tis a doubt is time ; 
—— pil * 

L. I never chought their ſex had beene a wonder, 
Varill this minute ? what fruite from the Mother? 


Vd. Now muſt I bliſter my ſoule, be forſworne, 
ame the woman that receiu'd mee firft, 
ha's. . 
chat? 
Lord. 


haſt vtter? 

no mindegogrmell, | 4. 

Into vnkud vne lands, what L yn 2u7Þ . 
$927 s 7 But 
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But ſet ſpurs to ſpurs >> 
Will put het ro a falſe gallop in a trice, 
Lt poſſible that in this. 

The Mother ſhould be dambd before the 

Vin,Oh, that's good manners my Lord, the Mother for her 
— —- 2 3 a 

L#.Thou'lt ſpoke that ttuel but where comes in this comfort, 

Vand,ln a fine place my Lord che vnnaturall mother, 
Did with her tong ſo hard be ſer her honor, 

That the foole was {truck to ſilent wonder, 

Vet till the maid like an ynlighted Taper, 

Was cold and chaſt. ſaue that ber Mothers breath, 

Did blowe fire on her checkes,the gitle departed, 

But the good antient Madam halfe mad,threwe me 
Theſe promiſſing words,which I rooke deepely note of; 
My Lord ſhall be moſt wellcome, 

Faith I thanke het, 

V. When his pleaſure conducts him this way. 

L That ſhall be ſoone 1fath, VN will ſway mine owne, 

Lnuſſ.Shee do's iſer I commend ber fort, 

Vd. Women with can worke belt alone, 

Laſſ By this light and {> they can, giue em their due, men are 
not comparable to em. 

Vind, No thats true, for you ſhall haue one woman knit 
more in a hower then any man can Rauell agen in ſeauen and 
twenty yeare, 

Luſſ.Now my defires ure Le make em free-men now, 
Thou art a pretious fellow, faith I loue thee, 

Be wiſe — make it thy teuennew, beg, leg. 
What office couldſt thou be Ambiuous for? 

Vd. Office my Lord marry if | might haue my wiſh I would 
haue ohe that was never yet, 

LN chen thou have none 

Vd. Yes my Lord I could picke out another office yet, nay 
and keepe a horſe and drab vppont, 


ether good bluntnes tell me. 
Vd. Why | would deſire bug this my Lord, to haue all 

1 ̃ — ͤ ñ— 

N D 3 s about 


DIE. 
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about twelue a dock at night v 
L. Thou tt a mad — wats 
any great purchaſe of that. * 


—————ů— 0». wee ee TI PRO 
La. Well,this night Hle viſic ber,aodcisdillchen 
A yeare in my defires--farwell, attend, 


Truſt me with th —— Exit, 
Vind, M ud d; 
Oh ſhall I kill him ath Ade now, no! 
Sword thou waft neuer a iter 
lle peirce him to his face. he ſhall di ypon me, 
Thy veines are {weld with luſt, this ſhall em, 
—  — — — — 
ive me heauen, tocall my mother wicked, 
en not my dais the earth 
gn is I feare me 
Hertongue has turnd my ſiſter into vſe. 
I was a villaine not to be ſorſ woe: 
To this our lecherous hope, the Dukes ſonne, 
For Lawiers, Merchants dome diuthes and all, 
Count beneficrall periury a ſin ſmall, 
It ſhall go hard yet, but ile guard her honor 
And keepe the portes Emter 
Hip. Brother how goes the world?I would know newes of you 
But I have newes to tell 
. Find, What in the name of knaueryt 
 Hipe,Knavery fayth, 
This vicious old Duke's worthily abuſde 
The pen of his baſtatg rirev rim Crcholl 
Vind. His baſtard? 
Hu. Pray beleeue it, he and the Ducbedle, 
By ni 2 ———— —— 
By ſtaire· ſoote 
und Oh fin foule and 
Grey Tait are winch at whenthe ar- r- 
See fee here comes obe . 2 | 
Hip Modftrows Luna n Nas batte 


4 2.4 
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UielVahoo ee 
O There's a wicked ps pa 


That he intends —— to ſte ale. 
Va H he nary} ery 
The mot AM 
— 

e di vou in Tt 
As | was when I was begot = docs 
Ilc dam you at your pleaſure : pretious 
Aft er your luſt,oh twill be fine to bleede. 
S it 


e 


With new additions his 
Nightlthou * lookſt re dan Fe hana 
Torne downe betimes ith mocning, chou 
To Grace thoſe fins that haue na BI a 
Now tis full ſca a bedrouer the X 
Theres iugling of all 6des, ſome were Maides 
Een at Sun ſet ate nom ith Toale-booke, 
This woman in | chin apparel: 
Lets in her friend by water, here a Dame 
Cunning,nayles tether-hiadges Wa gore, 
— n as 
ow Cuckolds are a oyning, a pace, apact,apac 
And carefull ſiſters Da 
That does maintain them and theit hay des ich date! 
Hip. You flow well brother?” 
Find, Pub Tmeſballowyet,. . . . 1 
Too ſparing and too modefs, Oval {ret thee, 
If euerytrick were told that's dealt by night 
Tow 12 r 
am too heed? 
Vind, Whole this comeny,. , -. 03 jon Lng .1 


0 
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vid. The Dukes ſonne vp ſo late. · brother fall back, 

And you ſhall learne, ſome miſcheife,—-my good Lord. 
Pute, hy He man Iwiſtit for ; come, 

oo hag | and hell, 

To taſt of that Lac ; Vind, Heart, 

Hip. Danbs alike 

Vand. dans way ns üb croffe ic burro kill ban. 


Laſi. Come only thou and 1, Vir. My Lord my Lord. 
Laſs, ble Coney be | 
Vind, Ide ' Te Whit ohn? 


Vind, This night, this houre this minute, now. 

Luſ;, What? what? r 
Leſs, Hortible word. 

Vard, And like 


* the ad 


I forweat, LD. Oh. 
eſlaye? 


Exim, 
cake en emis, 
Find. Lord and e em 
e re 
Vind, Oh twill be 
To kill e'm doubled, when their heap, be ſoft my Lord. 
L 3 nay) my peenienoſs hy, and thus, 
I e their — 
Shut em agen — 
Dat Fan n 
Oh D 
months deere ſonne, wich 


Tol enn out, and not to die 
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Duke. Nay traytor, 
Worſe then the fowleſt Epithite, now Ile gripe thee 
tay, +> = HU throw thy head 
Boer Nobias and fewucs, 
1 Noble, How comes the of your Grace diſturbd ? 
—— 
in 


ſot- fend. 


Dar. He and me ſtrumpet, 
A word chat I abhorre to file my lips with. 
Ambi. That was not ſo well doneBrother ? 
L.. Ian abuſde-lknow ther's no excuſe can do me good, 
Vaud, Tis now policie to be from fight, 
be 2 — ye 
Is croſt our . 
Hip. Youlictle dreamt bis Father ſlept hoere. 
vd. Oh 'rwas farre beyond me, 
But fince it fell ſo; - without fri 


ou lie, 
——————— — b 
1. Ser. O good my Lord! 
Syr. Sbloud you ſhall never ſup, 
2.Ser.,Olbeſeech you ſir, | 
Spe. To let my ſword-—- Catch cold ſo long and mille him. 


1. Jer. Troth my Lord Ns his intent ro meete there, 
Sps, Heart hee 8 yonder 
Hz 2 whar neyes here? i che day ttb. * 


THE REPENGERS'TRAGADT. 
That it is Noone at Mid- night; the Court vp, 
How comes the Guard ſo # awcie with his — ? 
Luſſ. The Baſtard here ? 
Nay then the truth of my i intent ſhall our, 
My Lord and Father heare me. Duke, Bearc him hence, 
Luſſ. I can with loyaltie excuſe, 
Duke. Excuſe? to priſon with the Villaine, 
Dcathſhall not long lag after him. 
Spa. Good ifaith,then tis ot much amiſſe, 
Luf.Brothers,my beſt releaſe lies on your rongues, 
I pray perſyade for mee. 
Ambi, It is our duties: make your ſelfe ſure of ys, 
Sup. Weele ſweate in pleading, 
Luſſ. And I may liue to thanke you. Exeunt. 
Am bi. No, thy death ſhall thanke me better. 
Spu. Hees gon: Ile after him, 
And know his treſpaſſe, ſeeme to beate a part 
In all his ills, but with a Paritane heart, Exit, 
mb, Now brother,let our hate and loue be wouen 
So ſubtilly together, that in ſpeaking one word for his life, 
We may make three for his death, 
The cratiieſt pleader gets moſt gold for brearh, 
Sup. Set on, Ile not be farre behinde you brother, 
Dak-. It poſſ ble a ſonne ſhould bee diſobedient as 58 
the ſword : it is the higheſt he can goe no fart het. | 
Ambi, My gratious Lord, take pitty Dwke,Pitty boyes ? 
Amb, Na weed be loth to moouc your Grace too much, 
Wee know the tre paſſe is vnpardonable, 
Black, wicked, and vnnatura!l, 
Sup. In a Sonne, oh | SEE; 
Ambi, Vet my Lor 
A Dukes ſoft hand Rt: oakes the rough head oflaw, 
And makes it lye ſmooth. Dt But my hand ſhall nere doot. 
Amb, That as you pleaſe my Lord. 
Super. Wee mul} needs confeſſe, 
Some father would haue enterd into hate, 
So deadly pointed, that before his 
Hee would ha ſeene the execution 
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Without corrupted fauour ? 

eAmb. But my Lord, 

Your Grace may live the wonder of all times, 

In pardning that affence which neuer yet | 

Had face to bega pardon, Duke. Hunny, how s this? 
Amb, | orgiue him good my Lord, hee s your owne ſonne, 
And I muſt needs ſay 'twas the vildlier done, 
Superv. Hees the next heire—yet this true reaſon gathers, 
None can poſſeſſc that diſpoſſeſſe their ſathers: 
Be mercifull ; 
Date. Here's no Step-mothers-wit, 
Ile trie em both vpon their loue and hate. 
eAmb. Be mercitull--altho-- Date. You haue prevaild, 
My wrath like flaming waxe hath ſpent it ſelfe, releaſd, 
I know tas but ſome peeuiſh Moone in him: goe, lei him bee 
Super v. Stoote how now Brother ? 
Amb, Your Grace doth pleaſe to ſpeake beſide your ſpleene, 
I would it were ſo happy? Dake, Why goe, releaſe him, 
Super v. O my good Lord, I know the fault's roo weighty, 
And full of generall loathing ; too inhumaine, 
Rather by all mens yoyces worthy death. 

Date. Tis true too; here then,receiue this fignet,doome ſhall 
Direct it to the Iudges,he ſhall dye (paſle, 
Ere _ dayes,make haſt, 

eAmb. All ſpeed that may be, 
We could haue wiſht his burthen not ſo ſore, 
W#& knew your Grace did but delay before, Exennt, 
Dake, Here's Enuie with a poore thin couer ort, 
Like Scarlet hid in lawne, eaſily ſpide through, 
This their ambition by the Mothers fide, 
Is dangerous, and for ſafetie muſt be purgd, | — 
I will preuent their enuies, ſure it was | 
Bur ſome miſtaken futie in our ſonne, 
Which theſe aſpiring boyes would climbe ypon : 
He ſnall bee releaſde ſuddainly, Enter Nobles, 
1 V.. Good morning to your Grace. 
Date. Welcome my Lords. (euer, 
2. Neb. Our knees ſhall take away the office of our ſeete for 
alzad? . E 2 Valeſſe 


6 Dr. 
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Vuleſſe your Grace beſtow a fathery eye, 
Vpon the Cloud ed fortunes of your ſonne, 
And in compaſſionate verrue grant hm thet, 
Which makes e en meane men happy; hberty 
D «ky, wn y their owes and honoty woo 

Fos ha 3 arm abour prey tem doo 
Whuch, riſe m 1 ſigne his releaſe, 
We freely pas 

1.Neb,We — much chances, and he much dwety. 

Deb. It well becomes that ludge to nod at crimes, (C. 
That dos commit fe and hues: 
I may ſorgiue a 1 bedient error, 
Tha expect pad on foradulkery 
And in my old — 
Nanya beauty hawe I turnd to poyſon 
In the deniall, couetous of all, 7 
Age hot i bike » Monſter to be ſeene: 
My haires are whire, and yet my ſinnes ave Greene, 


Enter — $upernecuo? 
Say. Prother,ler my ſway — once, 
Iſpeake it for the DR hen have him 
Lureſt and —— the ſignet come, 
Vnto the iudges hands, hy then his dome, 
will be defer ferings and — 
luries and furcher, are bought and ſold, 
Ochs in theſe dale ave the ſ kin of gold. 
nay; In troth tis true too? 
. Then lets ſet by che Iudges + 
— fall to the Officers, tis but miſtaking 
The Duke our fathets mean e 
Ere many — — for 
And, haue him die} — 
eAmb, Excellent, 
Then am I heire--Duke in « minute. 


— is pinne. 


— 
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Should quickly pri bladder. 
pry nylon 
— weele haue ſome trick and wile, 
To winde our yonger brother out of 
That lies in for be Ropaghe Ladies dea 
And peoples thoughts will ſoone be buried. 
Super, We may with ſafty do t, and live and feede, 
The Ducheſle-ſonnes are too proud to bleed, 
A. We are y faith to ſay true. comme let's not linger 
le to the Officers,go you before, 
And ſet an edge vpon the Exeeutioner. 
Sup. Let me alone to grind him. Exit, 
Amb, Mectc;farewell, 
I am next now, Iriſe iuft in that place, 
Where thou'rt cut of, ypon thy Neck kind brother, 
The falling of one head,lifts vp another, Exis, 
ter with the Nelles, Luſſurioſo — 
L My Lordi l am ſo much indebeed to your 
r 
1. Nob, But our dueti vnto 
H ere Iliue co be my ef le hanke you, (in you, 
O liberty thou ſweere md hemenly Dame; 
But hell for pryſon — too — a name, Dae. 
Enter Ambitioſo and Superuacuotwits Or rn. 
Am Officers/heres the Dukes ſigner, your finne warrumt, 
Brings (he command of preſent deach a long wich it 
Vnto our brother, the Dukes ſonne;we are ſory, 
That we are ſo vnnaturally employde | 
In ſuch an ynkinde Office, fitter farre 
For enemies then brothers, 
But you know, 
The Dukes command muſt be obayde, 
1.OffiIt muſt and ſhal my Lord==this mecaing then, 
So ſuddainely? 
As. I alafſe poore--good=ſoule, 
Hee muſt breake faſt betimes, the executioner 


Stande forth his velour, 
1 co 
| E 3 Super, 
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Sup. Alreardy ifarh,O ſic, deſtruction hies, 
And that is leaſt Impudent, ſooneſt dyes, 
t. O,. Troth you ſay true my Lord we take out leaues, 
Our Office be ſound, weele not delay, 
The third part of a minute. 
An. Therein you ſhowe, 
Your ſelues good men, and vpright officers, 
Pray let him die as priuat as he may, 5 
Doe him that fauour, far the gaping peo 
Will but trouble him at his prayers, 
And make him curſe, and ſweate, and ſo die black, 
Will you be fo far Kind? : _ 
1,Off. It ſhall be done my Lord, 
Amb,Why we do thanke you, if we liue to be, 
You ſhall haue a better office, 
2. Of. Vour good Lord-ſhippe, 
Sup. Coraniend vs to the ſcaffold in our teares. 
1. Of Weele weepe and doe your commendations, E xcunt. 
An Fine fooles in office! Sup. Things fall out ſo fit, 
Anl. So happily, come brother ere next clock, 


His head will be made ſerue a bigger block. Exeunt. 
Enter in priſen Iunior Brother, 
Juni Keeper. Keep. My Lord. 
Juni. No newes lately from our brothers? 
Are they ynmindfull of vs? (from em, 


Keep, My Lord a meſſenger came newly in and brought this 
Iuni. Nothing but orts? 
Tlook'd for my deliuery before this, 
Had they beene worth their oths—prethee be from ys. 
Now what ſay you forſooth, ſpeake out I pray, 
Letter, Brother be of good cheere, 
Slud it begins like a whore with good cheere, 
T hou ſhalt not be long apriſener, 
Not fiue and thirty yeare like a banqtout, I thinke ſo, 
We haue thought vpon 4 deuter to get thee out by 4 rricke! 
By a tricke, pox a your an end it beſo long a playing. 
And ſo reſt comforted, be merry and en pell 3 
Be merry, hang merty, draw and quarter merty, lle be mad: 


iſt 
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It not ſtrange that a man ſhould lie in a whole month for a wo- 
man, well, wee ſhall ſce how ſuddaine our brothers: will bee in 
their promiſe , I muſt expect ill a trick ! I ſhall nor bee long a 
priſoner, ho now hat newes? 
Keeper, Bad newes iy Lord I am diſcharg d of you, 
Tunis. Slaue calſt thou that bad newes, l thanke you brothers. 
Keep, My Loidewill proue ſo, here come the Officers, 
Into whole hands I mult commit you, 
Iunio. Ha, Officers, what, why? 
1 Offi. You muſt pardon vs my Lo: d, 
Our Office muſt be ſound, here is our warrant 
The ſignet from the Duke, you muſt Rraight ſuffer, 
[unior, Suffer ? ile ſuffer you to be gon, ile ſuffer you, 
To come no more, what would you haue me ſuffer? 
2, Offi, My Lord thoſe words were better chang d to praiers, 
Ihe times but breife with you, prepate to die. 
Junior. Sure tis not ſo, 3. Offñ. It is too true my Lord. 
{anior, I tell you tis not, for the Duke my father, 
Deferd me till next ſitting, and | looke 
E en euery minute — times an houre, 
For a releſe,a trick wrought by my brothers, 
1,0ffi. A trick my Lordif ou expect ſuch comfort, 
Your hopes as fruitleſſe as a — woman: 
Your brothers were the ynhappy meſſengers, 
That brought this powerfull token for your death, 
Junior. My brothers, no, no. CY 
2.0ff, Tis melt ttuemy Lord, | 
junior. My brothers to bring a warrant for my death 
How ſtr ange this ſhowes? 
3. Offi, There's no delaying time. 
Tunior, Deſire em hether, call e mn vp, my brothers? 
They ſhall deny it to your faces. | 
1.0%. My Lord, | 
They re far ynongh by this, at leaſt at Courr, 
And this moſt ſtrickt command they left behinde em, 
When griefe ſwum in their eyes, they ſhow'dlike brothers, 
Briin-full of heauy ſorrowibut the Duke : 
Muſt haue his pleaſure, . Jnnio. His pleaſure? 


*. 
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1. Off. Theſe were their laſt words which ay memory beares, 
Conmurnd v1 to the Scafſald in aur toares. * 
Tworior,, Pox their teares hat ſhould I do with tcares ? 
I hate em worſe then any Cittizens 
— — — 
-bleeding from their Pens ſcarce tinted 
— 2 AN 
Looke you officious whore ſous words ef comfort, 
Not long 4 Priſoner. . 
1. Off. It ſayes true in that fir for you mult ſuffer preſently, 
Innior, A villanous Duns, ypon the letter — expolition, 
ou then here fic : Weele get thee ont by a trick ſayes bee, 
That may hold too far , for you know a Trick is com- 
foure Cardes, which was meant by vs foure officers, 
Iunior, Worle and worſe dealing. 
1. Off. The houre beckens vs, 
The headſ- man waites, lift vp your eyes to heauen, 
Tunior, I thanke you faith; good pritty-holſome counſell, 
I ſhould looke vp to heauen as you ſedd, 
Whilſt he behinde me cozens me of my head, 
I chats the Trick, 3. Off. You delay too long my Lord, 
Tanior. Stay good Authorities Baſta! I muſt 
Through Brothers periurie dye, Olet me 
Their ſoules with curſes, 1. Of. Come tis no time to curſe, 
— hgne? well 
My Mult was ſweet ſport, which the , 
I dye for that which every woman loues, Exeunt, 
. Emer Vindia with Hippolito bis brother, 
Vind, O ſweete, delectable, rare, ,rauifhing, 
Hip. Why what's the matter ? 
Vu. O ti able, to tue a man ſpring vp. & knock his ſor- head 
Againk yon filuar ſeeling. b 
Hip. Pre-thee tell mee, 
Why may not I pertake with you? you rowde once 
To giue me ſhare to euety tragick t. 
Vind, Bych' Maſſe I thinke I did too, 
Then Ile divide it tothee,---the old Duke 


Looke 
2.0 
monly 
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Are cut out —— CIISAS 7 
His heart ſtands ath out nl 
To greete himwitha Lady, 
In ſome fic place vaylde from the eyes och Court, 
Some darkned hiuſtueſſe Angle, that is guilry 
Of his fore - fathers luſts, and — — 72 
To which (I eaſily to maintaine my ſhape) 
Conſented, and did wiſh his 3 
To mecte her here in this vn· ſunned- lodge, 
Where · in tis night at noone, and here the rather, 
Becauſe vnto the torturing of his ſoule, 
The Baſtard and the Ducheſſe 
Their meeting too in this luxurious circle, 
Which moſt afflicting ſighe v ill kill dus eyes 
Before we kill the reſt of him. 

Hip, Twill yfaith,moſt digeſted, 
I ſee not a0? — EE — 

Vind. True, but the violence of my i egen ie. 

Hy. I, but where'sthar Lady nowꝰ . 

Vind, Oh at that word, 
I'me loſt againe, you cannot finde me y et 
Tme in athrong of ha Apprehenons p 
Hee's ſuted for a 
For a delicious lip. a (| 
You ſhall be witn — Mc 
Be ready ſtand with your har. off. 

Hi. Troth I wonder what Lady it ſhould be? 
Yet tis no wonder,nowTthinke againe, 
To haue a Lady —— — — 
Tis common to be c 
And there's more private'common — ney. e 
Then thoſe who are knowne both — and; prices 
Tis part of my alleagance to ſtand bare, | 
To the Dukes Concubi here ſue come a 
Euter Vindite vii —— Tires 


Vind, Madame — 
Secret ? nere rnb, ? ewill be worth 


Thuee yelyer * to = 1. 


- 
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Few Ladj | 
Tis the beſt grace you 


Wich a quaint peice of beauty, age and bare bone 

Are ere allied in action; here s an eye, 

Able to tempt a greatman co ſerue God, 

A prety hanging lip, that has forgot now to diſſemble 
Me thinkes this mouth ſhould make a ſwearer tremble. 
A drunckard claſpe bis teeth, and not vndo em, 
To ſuffer wer damnation to run em. 


Heres a cheeke keepes her colour let the winde go whiſtle, 
Spout Raine, we feare thee not, be hot or cold 
Alls one with ys z and is not he abſur'd, 
Whoſe fortunes are von their faces ſet, 
ET wet. 
Brother y aue ri 
Is this the forme thar lining (hone fo bright? 
Vind, The veiy ſame, : 

And now me thinkes | cald e en chide my ſolfe, 
For doat ing on her beauty, tha het dentb 
Shall be reuengd after no common actiom 
Do's the Silke-worme expend her ydlow labours 
— — the vndoe herſelſe? | 
Arc Lord-ſhips fol co maintaine Lady ſhip⸗ TY 
Fot te po benefirof a bewacht c? 
232 ů > vel u 17 
An — — — a 

men 


ſuch a thing. keepes 
—_ their valours ſot har? | 
werhinke are, ate not, uf 


" TECH 
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ze herface for this an dgtieue her Maker 
In ſinfull baths of mille. hen many an infant ſtarues, 
For her ſuperfluous out · ſide, all for this? 
Who now bids twenty pound a * 
Muſick, perfumes, and ſweete- meat es, all are buſhe, 
Thou maiſt lie chaſt now l it were ſine me thinkes: 
To haue thee feene at Reyells, forgerfull feaſts, 
And yncleane Brothells; ſure twould fright the ſinner 
And make him a good coward,put a 
Out off his Antick amble 
And cloye an Epicure with empty diſhes? 
Here might a ſcotneſull and ambitious woman, 
Looke through and through her ſelfe, ---{ce Ladies, with falſe 
You deceiue men, but cannot deceiue wormes, (formes, 
Now to my tragick buſineſſe, looke you brother, 
] haue — — this onel — | 
And vſel operty,no,it ſhall beare apart 
Een init — Reuenge. This v tall. 
Whoſe Miſtris the Duke poyſoned, with this drug 
The mortall cuiſe of the earth; ſhall be d 
In the like ſtraine, and kiſſe his lippes to death, 
As — — ſhall feele: 
What fayles in poyſon, weele ſupply in ſteele. 
Hy. Brother ] do applaud thy couſtant yengeance, 
The quaintneſſe of thy malice aboue thought, 
Vind, So tis layde on: now come and welcome Duke, 
] haue her for thee, I proteſt it brother: 
Me thinkes ſhe makes almoſt as faire a fine 
As ſome old genelewoman in a Periwi 
Hide thy face now for ſhame , thou neede haue a Maſ ke 
Tis vaine when beauty flowes, but when it fleetes (now 
This would become graues better then the ſtreetes. 
Hip. You haue my voice in that; harke,the Duke's come. 
Did. Peace, let's obſerue what company he brings, 
And how he dos abſent e m, for you knowe 
back a little, 
„That I will, 


| ROAM e * 
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Dal, You ſhall haue leaue to leaue vs, with this charge, 
Vpon your liuey,if we be miſt by th Ducheſſe 
Or any of the Nobles, to giuo out, 10 
We re privately rid forth; Vd. Oh happineſlel 

Dal Wich ſome few honorable — you may ſay, 
Vou may name thoſe that are Court. 

Gentle. Vour will and are ſhall be done m 

Vind, Priuatly rid forth, + 
He ſtriues to make ſure worke on't—your good grace? 

Dal Piato, well done haſt he her, what Lady iſt? 

' Vind. Faich my Lord a Country Lady, a little b at firſt 
as moſt of them are, but after the firſt kiſſe my Lord the woilt is 
wien chem, yaur grace knowes now what you haue to doo; 

s ſome · what a graue looke wich het but 

Dal, Tloue that beſt conduct ber. * 

Vind. Haue at all, 

Dual, In graueſt lookes the Greateſt faultes ſeeme leſſe 
Giue me that fin thats rob d in Holines, 

Vind. Back with the Torch; brother raiſe the perfumes, 

Dk, How ſweete can a Duke breath ? age has no fault, 
Pleaſure ſhould meete in a perfumed miſt, 
Lady ſweetely encountred, Lcame from Court I muſt bee bould 4 
with you, oh, what's this,oh! 

Vind. royall villaine,whire diuill; Duke, Oh. 

Vind, Brother--place the Torch here, that his aſtright ed eye- 
May ſtart into thoſe hollowes, Duke doſt knowe (balls 
Yon dreadfull viz ard, view it well, tis the { kull 

Of Gloriana, whom thou poyſonedſt laſt. 
| ul. Oh, tas poyſoned me, 

Vaud. Didſt not no that till now? 

Dx, What are you two?” 

Vid. Villaines al bthree: the very tagged bone, 

Mas beene fufficiently teuengd. 

Dal. Oh Hippolit odcall treaſon. 

Hu. Ves my good Lord, weaſon,reaſon treaſon, 12 

| on bm, 


Dk, Then l p - 4.22 
Aluſſe —— ther in the hands of knaues, © 


y Lord, 


Duke. 
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Dake, My teeth are eaten out, V. Hadſt any left, 
H y 3 wo : * 

Vin, Then thoſe that did eate are eaten. Hul. O my tongue. 
Vind. Vour tongue? twill teach you to kite rs? | 
Not like a Flobbering D#tcbmer,you haue eyes ſtill: 
Looke monſter, what a Lady haſt thou made me, 
My once berhrothed wite, 
Dk, Is it thou villaine,nay then 
Vind, T'is 1, tis Pindici,tis T . 
Hip. And letthis comfort thee : our Lord and Father 
Fell ſick ypon the infection of thy frownes, 
And dyed in ſadnefle ; be that thy hope of life, Dae. Oh? 
Vind, He had his toung, yet greefe made him die ſpeechleſſe. 
Puh, tis but early yet, now ile begi f 
To ſtick thy ſoule with Vlcets, I will make 
Thy ſpirit grieuous ſore, it ſhall not reſt, 
But like lome peſtilent man toſſe in thy breſt- (marke me duke) 
Thou'rt a renowned, high, and migbty Cuckold. Dee. Ohl 
Uind, Thy Baſtard, thy baſtard rides a hunting in thy browe, 
Dake, Millions of deaths. 
Uind. Nay to afflit thee more, 
Here in this lodge they mecte for damned clips, 
Thoſe eyes ſhall ſee the inceſt of their lips, 
Due. Is there a hell beſides this, villaines ? Yind, Villaine # 
Nay heauen is iuſt, ſcornes ate the hires of ſcornes, . 
I nere knew yet Adultetet with. out hornes. 
Hip, Once ere they dye tis quitted. 
ind Harke the n. 
Their banquet is preparde, they te commin 
Date. Oh, kill Ke wich cher fight, G 
Vin, Thou ſhalt not foofe that fight for all thy Duke-doome, 
Dake. Traytors,murderers? 
Ui, What is not thy eaten out yet? 
Then weele inuent a filence ? er ſtifle che Torch, 
Duke, Treaſon,munther ? | 
Vind, Nay faith, weele haue you huſht now with thy dagger 
Naile downe his tongue, and mine ſhall keepe poſſeſſion 
About his heart, if hee but gaſpe . * 
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Wee dread not dexth to qui 
T he but winck, not br 
Let our to other — ow 


mo” 


Sps, 1 — 
Durch. Why there's no 


Spu. True, ſuch a bittet — giuen, 
Beſt ſide to vs. the worſt ſide to heauen. 
Dutch. tis the old Duke thy doubt ſull Father, 


The thoughe of him rubs heaven in thy way, 

But I proteſt by yonder waxen fire, 

88393 
Spe, I doe oublimformp bd, 

So deadly doe I loath him for 

That if hee tooke mee haſpt 

1 i pr ops — 1 to Aer fora 

And wi wor is yeares to 6 
Darch Why — — in and feaſt, 

Lou dſt Muſick ſound : : pleaſure is Banqueſts gueſt. Excess. 
Dal. Icannotbrooke--Vind,The Brooke is turnd to bloud. 
Hp. Thanks to lowd Muſick. Vd Twas our friend indeed, 

Tis ſtate in Muſicke for a Duke to bleed: 

The Duke-dome wants a head, tho yet vnknowne, 

As faft as they peepe vp,lets cut — — Exeunt. 

Euter the D two ſonnes, Ambitiolo & Superyacuo, 
Amb. Was not his execution rarely plotted? 
——— — 


n 
— . 
To ſlip the 


Why 
ludges, and in leſſer compaſſe, 
Did not I draw the modell of his death, 


3 —— Ichought on too 


Super, 
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You thought one too, ſfoote ſlander not your thoughts 
2 ere Linen twas from you. 
Amb, Sir I ſay, twas in my head. 
Sps, I like your braines then, 
Nere to come out as long as you liu d. 
Amb, You'd haue the honor on t forſooth, that your wit 
Lead him tothe — 2 a 


Since it is my 

ne p blade hem en fire of you. 

Amb, Me thinkes y ate much too bould,you ſhould a little 
Remember vs brother,next to be honeſt Duke, 

Sup · I. it ſhall be as eaſie for you to be Duke, 
As to be honeſt, and that's neuer ifaith. 

Amb Well, cold he isby this time, and becauſe 
Wee're both ambitious, be ic our amity, 

And let the glory be ſharde equally. Sep. I am content to that, 
Amb, This night out yonger brother ſhall out of priſon, 
Ihaue a trick. Sap. A trick, pre- thee what iſt ? | 

Amb, Weele get him out by a wile, Sap. Pre-thee what mile? 
- — not know it, till t be done, 
For then you'd {weare twere yours. 
Super, How now, whats he? =e Amb, One of the officers, 
Saper, Defired — Amb. How now my friend ? 
My Lords,vnder don, I am allot 
WE ——— you 
With the yet bleeding head. Sup. Ha, ha, excellent. 
Amb, All's ſure out owne: Brother, c anſt weepe thinkſt thou? 
Twould grace our Hattery much ; thinke of ſome Dame, 
Twill — thee to diſſemble. 4. 
Lhaue thought. Now for 
2 Our — — 
es ore flo our toumgs, words none teares, 
Arie the murmures ofthe waters,thc found 
e and ſpleene. 


heard, but carmor be 
wr dyed he pray? 
Sener. He dyed moſt vatian we're See to heare it. 


. We could not woe him once to pray. (due. 


. er Mares 
Off. But 


\ 
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Of. But in drew forth ouchs, | 
Swper, Then did hee — 
2 — 
E'cr aki uch peda bee — 
Hee curſt you boch. 


Sep. Hee curſt vs ? laſſe ſoule. 
Amb It — ©. an ,but the Dukes pleaſure, 


Finely diſſembled a , ſweete fate, 
Opps Emer Luſſurioſo. 
Now my Lords, Both, Oh | 
Lyuſſ. Why doe you (hunne mee Brothers ? 


— 
The ſauor of the priſon has for- ſooke mee, 
I thanke ſuch kinde Lords as your ſelues, Ime free, 
«Amb Aliue Sper. In health ! 
Anl. Releaſd? 
We were both ee n amazd with ioy to ſee it, 
— — 1 
Sap. Faith we no toung, vnto Duke. 
Amb, — — 
ö 
In my beſt ſtudies I will thinke of it? Exit Lufl, 
Amb, O death and vengeance, Þ Sap, Hell and torments. 
| Amb, Slaue camſtthou to delude vs. Of. Delude you my 
— — Lords? 
my Lord 
Iuſt 1 deliuety, you both came 
With warrant from the Duke to be- head your brother. 
An. I out brother, the Dukes ſonne, 
Off. The Dukes ſonne my Lotd , bad his releaſe before you 
An. Whoſe head's that then ( came, 
Off. His whom you left command ſot, your owne brothers ? 
eAmb, Out brothers? oh furies 
Sep. Plagues, Ans. Confufions, 
Sep. Darkeneſſe. 


| 8, Fell ix out ſo accurſedly?- wb, nn,, 
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. Villane lle brain thee with it, OF. O my good Lord! 
$7” The Divill ourr-eake thee? Amb. O factall. 

Sup. O prodigious to our blouds, Amb, Did we difſemble ? © 

. Did we make our teares woemen for thee ? 

Amb, Laugh and rejoyce forthee, * 

Sup, Bring warrant for thy death. Amb Mock off thy head 

Sper. You had a trick, you had a wile fotſooth. 

Amb, A muten meete em, there's none of theſe wiles that 
euer come to good : I ſee now, there is nothing ſure ia mortali- 
tie, but mortalit ie, well, no more words ſhalt be teuengd ifaich. 
Come throw off clouds now brother, thinke of vengeante, 
And deeper ſetled hate, ſirrah fir faſt, 

Weele pull downe all, but thou ſhale do une at laſt, E&xenue. 


eACT4 SCEN.n, 
Enter Luſſurioſo with Hi 
Lufſ, Hippolits, v. My Lord: 
Has your good —— to command me in? 
Luſſ. 1 pre-thee leaue vs, . 
Hip, How's this? come and leaueys? Lufſ, Hippolits, 
Hp. Your honor--Iftand ready for any dutious emploiment. 
Heart, what makſt thou here ? 
Hp, A patty Lordly humor - " (honor? 
He bids me to bee preſent,to depart ; ſome-thing has ſtung his 
Laſ.. — neeret, draw neeter: Me 
Ve are not ſo me thinkes,Ime angry wi i 
He. With — Lord? __ with my ſelf: fort. 
L You did re a goodly to me, 
Twas vittily elected, twas, I thought 
Had beene a villaine, and he prooues a Knaue ? 
To mee a Kneue, 
Hy. I choſe him for the beſt my Lord, 
Tis much my ſorrow — in him, breed diſcontent in you, 
L. Neglect, was will : Iudge of ir, 
Firmely to tell of an incredible Act, 
Not to be thought, leſſe to be ſpoken of, 
T wixt my Step- mother and the Baſtard, oh, 
Inceſtuous ſweete · betweene em. 


G Ho. Fye 
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Hip. Fye my Lord. | 

Lin kiode loyakiie tomy fachen fore-head, 1 
Made this a deſperare atme, and in that furie, 
_-. Committed treaſon on the lawfull bed, 

And with my {word cen rac'd my fathers boſome, 
For which I was within a ſtroake of death. 

Hip, Alack, Ime ſotry; ſfoote iuſt ypon the ſtroake, 

lars in my brother,ewill be villanous Muſick, 

Vind My honored Lord. EmerVind, thee, 
I Away pre-thee forſake vs, heercafter weele not know 
Vid. Not ki-ow me my Lord, your Lorſhip cannot chooſe. 
L»ſ Begon I ſay,thou art a falſe knaue. 
Vd. Why the caher to be knowne, my Lord, 
L. Puſh, I ſhall prooue too bittet with a word, 

Make thee a perperuall prifoner, 

© Andlaye this yrow-age ypon thee, 

Vind Mum, ſor thetes a doome would make a woman dum, 

Miſſing the baſtard next lum the indes comes about, 

Now tis my brothers turne to ſtay, mine to goe out. Exit Via, 
Laſ:Has greatly moou'd me. H. Much to blame ifaith. 
L Cut ile recouer, to his ruine : twas told me lately, 

I know not whether falſlie, that you d a brother, 

H. Who I,yes my good Lord, I haue a brother 

L/ How chance the Court geerc ſaw him / of what nature? 
How does he ap, ly his hourex ? 

H-p, Faith to curfe Fates, 

Who. as he thit kes, ordaind hien to be poore, 

Keepes at hametull of want and diſcontent. 

I There's hope in him,for diſcontent and want 

Is tt. e beſt clay to mould, a villaine off 

Hipolito, with him tepaue to vs 

f there be ouglit in him to pleaſe out bloud, 
For thy ſake weelc aduance him, and build ſaue 
His meaneſt fortunes : for is in vs 
To teare vp Towers from cottages, 

H. It is fo my Lord. he will attend your honour, 
Fut hees a man, in hom much melancholy dwels. 
Luf, Why the better : bring him to Cum. 12 
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p. With willingneſſe and ſpeed, 
2 — een now, — ſucceed, 
Brother diſguiſe muſt off, 

/ Inthine owne ſhape now, ile prefer thee to him : 
| | How firangelydoes himſelſe worketo vnde him, Exit, 
Lufſ. This fellow will come fitly, he ſhall kill, 
That other ſlaue, that did abuſe my ſpleene, 
And made it ſwell to Treaſon,I have put 
Much of my heart into him, hee muſt dye. 
He that knowes great mens ſecrets and proues ſlight, 
That man nere liues to ſee his Beard turne white : 
I he ſhall ſpeedo him: Ile employ thee brother, 
| Slaues are but Nayles, to driue out one another ? 
Hee being of black condition, ſutable 
| To want aud ill content, hope of preferment 
Will grinde him to an Edge Ihe Nobles enter. 
1. Good dayes vnto your honour, 
Luſſ. My kinde Lords, I do returne the like, 
2. Sawe you my Lord the Duke ? 
Laſſ. My Lord and Father, is he from Court ? 
1, Hees ſure from Court, 
But where, which way, his pleaſure tooke we know noe, 
| Nor can wee heare ont. 
La. Here come thoſe ſhould tell, 
Sawe you my Lord and Facher? 
3. — before noone my Lord, 
And then he priuately ridde forth, 
L Oh hees rod forth, 
1, Twas wondrous privately, 
2, Theres none ah Court had any knowledge orm. 
Lf. His Grace is old, and ſudden, tis not 
To ſay,the Duke my Farther has a humor, 
Or ſuch a Toye about him ; what in vs 
Weuld appeare light, in him ſeemes yertuous, 
3- Tis Oracle my Lord, Bm. 

Enter Vindice and Hippolito, Vind. owt of his diſguiſe, 

Hip. So, ſo, all's as it ſhould be, y are yourſelfe, 
Vind, How that — me to my ſhifts, 
7 * | 2 


Hp, 
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. Hee that did lately in diſguize teiect hee 
ht chi thou art thy less much reſpect thee. 
Vind, Twill be tac quaiater fallacie ; but brother, 
Sfoote what vie will hee put me to now thinkſt thou? 
H. Nay you mult pardon me in that, I kao not: 
H as ſome employment for you: but hat tis 
Hee and his Secretary the Divel knowes beſt, 
Vind, Well Imuſt tuize my toung to his deſires, 
What colour ſo ete they be; hoping at laſt 
To pile vp all my wiſhes on his X 
t ip, Faich Brother he himſelſe ſhowes the way, 
Fand. Now the Duke is de ad, the realme is elad in claye: 
H1s death being not yet knowne,ynder his name 
The people ſtill are gouernd well, thou his ſonne 
Ait not long: liu d, thou ſhalt not ioy his death: 
To kill thee then, I ſhould moſt honour thee ; 
For twould ſtand firme ia euety mans belieſe, 
Thou ſt a kinde child, and onely dyed with griefe, 
H#p. You fetch about well, but lets talke in preſent, 
How wi!l you appeare in faſhion different, 
As well as in appartell, to make all things poſlible : 
If you be but once ttipt, wee fall for euet. 
It is not the leaſt pollicie to bee doubrfull, 
You muſt change tongue. familiar was your fuſt, 
Vind, Why Ile beate me in ſome ſtraine of melancholie, 
And ſtring my ſelfe with heauy--ſounding Wyre, 
Like ſuch? an — ſpeakes — thiags ſadly. 
Hip. Then tis as I meant, 
I gave you out at fi. ſt in diſcontent. 
> Ile curne my — then x 
. Stoote here he comes: haſt thought vppont. 
Vie Salute him,feare not me. L. Hippolits, 
Hip, Your Lordſhip, Lnſſ,Whar's he yonder ? 
Hep. Tis Vindici, my diſcontented Brother, 


Whom,cording to your will I aue brought to Court. | 

Lal lsthar thy brochertbeſhrew we, a good preſence, 
I wender h'as beene from the Court ſo long ? 
Come neever, | 


Hy Brotheg 


— 
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Hi, Brother, Lord Leſſurieſo the Duke ſonue. Smatches of 
Lai. Be more neere to vs, welcome, neeter yet, his hat and 
Vind, How don ycu god you god den, makes legs 
Lufſ, We thanke thee? ro hm. 

How (trangly ſuch a courſe-homely ſalute, 

Showes in the Pallace,where we grecte in fire: 

Nun ble aud deſperate tongues,ſhould we name, 

God in a ſalutation,twould neere be ſtood on't,-heauen! 

Tell me, what has made thee ſo melancholy, 

Find. Why, gouig to Law, | 

Lufſ. Why will that make a man mellancholy? 

Vind, Ves, to looke long vpon inck and black buckrom--1 
went mee to law in Anno Quadrage/inio ſecunds , and I waded 
out of it, in Anno ſextageſimo rertio, 

Laff, What, three and twenty years in law? 

Vind. I haue knowne thoſe that haue beene ſiue and fifty,and 
all about Pullin and Pigges, 

Luſſ. May it bee poſſible ſuch men ſhould breath, 

To vex the Tearmes ſo much. Vn. Iis foode to ſome my Lord. 
There are olde men at the preſent , that are ſo poyſoned 
with the affeCtati6 of law-words, (hauing had many iuites can- 
vaſt, ) that their common talke is nothing but Bar lattin: 
they cannot ſo much as pray , but in la , that theit ſimes may 
be remou d, with a writ of Error , and tneir ſoules fetcht vp to 
heauen, with a {aſarara, 

Hip. It ſcemes molt ſtrange to me, 

Vet all the world meetcs round in the ſame bent: 

Where the hearts ſet, there goes the rongues conſent, 

How doſt apply thy ftudies Flow? 

Vind, Study hy to ghinke how a great rich man lies a dying, 
and a poore Coblex tꝭales the bell for him? how he cannot de- 
— the wotld, and fee the great cheſt ſtand before him , when 

ee lies ſpeechleſſe, how hee will point you readily to all the 
boxes, and when hee is paſt all memory, az the goſleps geſſe, 
then thinkes hee of forfferures and obligations, nay when to all 
mens hearings he whurles and rotles in thethroate hee's buſ- 
fie threatning his poore Tennants ? and this would laſt me now 

ſome ſeauen yeares thinking or there about ? but, I haue a 

| G3 conceit 
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Conceit a comming in picture ypon this, I drawe it my ſelſe, 
3 h la lle — to © » youſhall — choſe 
ike ir for ordſhi ive me nothing for it, 
Lal Nay —— 1 5 
For I am p4bliſht bountifull inough, 
Lets taſt of your conceit. 
Vi In picture my Lord. L.. I in picture, 
Viz, Marry this it is · I vſaring Father to be boyling in hell, 
and his — and H tire with a Whore ing oner bam , 
Hip. Has par d him to the quicke. 
Luſ. The conceit's pritty ifaith, 
But rak't vpon my literwill nere be like, 
Vizd. No, hy Ime ſure the whore will be like well — 
Hip.l if ſhe were out ath picture heede like her then himſelſfe. 
Vin. And as for the ſonne and heire, he ſhall be an eycſore to 
no young Reuellers, for hee ſhall bee drawne in cloth of gold 
—_— 1 by 
La And thou h meaning in the pock , 
And c anſt not draw — — — was this, erg 
To ſee the piRure of a vſuring father 
Boyling in hell, our richmen would nete like it, 
in, O true I cry you heartly mercy 1 hno the reaſon, for 
ſome of em had rather bedambd indeed, thẽ dambd ia colours, 
Laſ.A parlous melancholy, has wit enough, 
To murder any man, and Ile giue him meanes, 
I thinke thou art ill monied; 
Vin.Money,ho,ho, | 
Tas beene my want ſo long,tis now my ſcoffe, 
Iue ene forgot what colour ſiluets off, 
Ly It hits as I could wiſh, Vin. get good doths, 
Of thoſe that dread my humour, and for table-roome, 
I feed on thoſe that cannot be rid of me, 
to ſet thee vp withall, 
in. O mine Lſclow now man. 
Vin, Almoſt Riche blind, 
This bright ynuſuall ſhine,to me ſeemes proud, 
I dare oot looke till the ſunne be in a cloud, 
Luſ.lchinke 1 ſhall aſecte his melancholy, 
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How are they now. Vi. The bettet for you racking, 
Lſ. Nou ſhall be better yet if you but ſaſten, 
Truly on my intent, now yare berk preſent 
I will ynbrace ſuch a cloſſe private villayne, 
Vato — vengfull ſwords, the like nete heard of, 
Who hath diſgrac d you much and iniur'd vs, 

He Diſgraced vs my Lord? 

LI Hippolito, 
I kept it here till now that both your angers, 
Might meete him at once, 

Vin, Ime couetuous, 
To know the villayne, 

L. You know him that ſlaue Pandar, 
Pius whome we threatened laſt 
With irons in priſonment; 


Vin, All this is I, Hin. Iſt he my Lord? 
L. lle tell you, you firſt vreferd him to me, 
Viz Did you b:ocher. Hip. I did indeed? 


L And the ingreatfull villayne, 
To quit that kindnes ſtrongly wrought with me, 
Being as — ſee a likely man for —— 
With 1ewels to r virgin fuer. 
_ Hip,Oh viltaine, — ſhall turely die that did it, 
LI far from thinking any Virgin harme, 
Eſpeciallyknowmng her to be as chaſt 
7 which ſcarce ſufters to be ti uchu, 
Th eye would uot endute him, 
Vi. Would you not my Loi d, 
Twas wondrous honorably donne, P 
Lo. Bur with ſome five fro aue kept him our, 
Vin. Out ſlaue. f 
L. What did me he but in reuenge of that, 
Went of his owne free will to make inſitme, 
Your ſiſters honor, wheme I honor with my ſoule, 
For chaſt teſpect, and not prenaylmg there, 
( As twas but deſperate folty to attempt it,) 
In meere ſpleene, by the way, way laies your mother, 
Whoſe honor being a coward as it ſecmes. 


* 


Yeelded 
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Yeelded by little force, Vind, Coward indeed. 
Luſſ. He proud of their aduantage, (as he thought 
Brought me theſe newes for happy , — Ha 
Ting. What did your honour, , (for't 
Luſſ. In rage him ſtom me. 
I rampled bencath his throate, ſpurud him, and bruizd : 
Indeed I was too cruell to ſay troth. 
Hy. Moſt Nobly managde. | 
Uind, Has not heauen an care?Is all — — pore 
L. If I now were ſo impatient in a e. 
What ſhould you be? 
Vind. Full mad, he ſhall not live 
To ſee the Moone change. 
Lf. He's about the Pallace, : 
Hipolito intice him this way, that thy brother 
May take full marke of him. 
p, Heartꝰ- that ſhall not neede my Lord, 
I can direct him ſo far. 
L Vet tor my hates ſake, | 
Go,winde him this wayfile ſee him blecde my ſelſe. 
Hip. What now brother? 
Vid. Nay e en wbat you will- y are put to t brother? 
Hip. An impoſſible taſ ke. lle ſweare, 
To bring him hithet. thats already here. Exit 
Luſſ. Thy name, I haue forgot in? Vin. Vindice wy Lord. 
La. Tis a good name that. Vand, I,a Reuenger. 
Luſſ. It dos betoken coutage, thon ſhouldit be valiaue, 
| Vaud. Thats my hope my Lord, 
Vand, Ile doome him, 


Does — bett,and lie beſt raiſe thee. Ener Hip, 


Weed — of him, much offenſwe? 
Hees not in caſe now to be ſeene my Lord. 

The work of all the deadly finnes is in him: 

That beggerly damnation, drunk enneſſe. 
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L. Then he's a double-ſlaye. x 
Vind, Twas well cenuaide, ypon a ſuddaind wit 
Lnſſ. What, are you both, 
Firmely reſolud,ile ſee bim dead my ſelſe. 
Vind.Or elſe let not vs live, 
Lu. _ * direct your brother to take note of kink, 
Lafſ. Riſe but in this, and you ſhall never fall. 
Vid. Your honours V aflayles 
L This was wiſely carried, 
Deepe policie in vs,makes fooles of ſuch: 
Then muſt a llaue die, when he knowes too much, xi. Luſl. 
Vid, O thou almighty patience,tis my wonder, 
That ſuch a fellow, impudent and wicked, 
Should not be clouen 2s he ſtood: 
Or with a ſecret winde burſt open! 
Is there no thunderleft,or iſt 7 
In flock for heauler vengeonc e. there it goes 
Brother we looſe our ſclues ? 
Vid. But I haue found it, 
Twill hold, tis ſure, thankes,thankes to any ſpirit, 
That —— it mongſt my inuentions. 


Hep 
Vind, Tis ſound, __— ſhale pertake it. 

mme hir d to kill my ſ Hp, True, 
Vind. Pree-thee marke it, 


And the old Duke being de ad, but not conuaide, 

For he's already miſt too, and you know: 

Murder will peepe out of the cloſeſt buſke. Hip, Moſt true? 
Vind. What ſay you then to this deuice, 


He, Good y*r,bu bere's a doub!, 
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Me thought by th Dukes ſonne to ki — A 
beende the Duke, 
Vind. Neither, O thankes, it is 


For that diſguize being on him, which I wore, 
It _ thought — 5 we kil the Duke, 
& fle in his appatell, leauing hi diſguiz auoide 
ſwift — Huy. Firmet, and 28 * 
Dud. Nay doubt not tis in graine, I wartant it hold collour, 
H. Lets about it. 
Vind. But by the way too, now I thiuke on t, brot her, 
Let's coniure that baſe diuill out of out Mother, Exeunt, 
Enter —— —— arme with the Baſt ard: be ſormeath laſci- 
ouſly to her after Enter Superuacuo, running With ra- 
— Brother i — þ | * 
Spwri. Madam,ynloc ſelfe, ſnould it be {; 
Your arme would be ſuf; — — 
Dwch. Who ift chat dates ſuſpect, or this, ot theſe? 
May not we deale our fauours where we pleaſe? 
S. I'me,confident,you may. Exeuns. 
Amb, Sfoot brother hold. 
Sap. Woult let the Baſtard ſhame ys? 
An. Hold, hold, brother? there's ficter time then now. 
Sap. Nov when I ſee c. Amb, Tis too much ſeene ali eady. 
Sup. Scene and knowne, 
The Nobler ſhe s, the baſer is ſhee 
Amb, I (he were bent laſciuiouſly,the fault 
Of miginy vomen that fleepe ſoſt. -O death, 
Muſt ibe needes chuſe ſuch an ynequall ſinnet: 
To make all worſe, 
Sup. A Baſtard,the Dukes Baſtard, Shame heapt on ſhame, 
Amb, O our diſgrace, 
Moſt women haue {mall waſte the world through-our, 
Bur there deſires are chouſand miles about, Exenut, 
Sap. Come ſtay not bere, lets after,and preuent, 
Or els theile have faſter then weele repent, 
Enter Vindice aud Hippolito,brin;ing aut there Mother 
ene by one ſboulder and the other by the other, with 
dag vers in their bands, = 
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Vind, O thou?fer whom uo name is bad 
Moth. What meanes my ſonnes what will you murderme? 
Vind Wicked vnoaturall Parents. 

Hip, Feend of omen. 

CAoth, Oh'are ſonnes turnd monſtersthelpe, 

V and. In vaine. 

Hoth, Are you ſo barbarous to ſet Iron nipples 

Vpon the breſt that gaue you fuck, 

Vind, That breit, 

Is turnd to led on. 

Aoth. — —— ſot t. am not — pres 
Veord, | hou tlott vſu pe that title now by 

For in that ſhell of mother breeds a bawde. 

Atoth. A baude? O name tarioachſomer then hell, 
Hip. It ſhould be ſo kne vil thou thy Office well, 
Vind, an A poſible,Thes ble, 

md, Ah i ; you ers on 
Vd. Did not the Dukes ſonne direct 

— — — 

id corrupt all chat was in thee: 

Made thee vnciuilly rr ey el 

Aud worke our ſiſter to hi 
AHorh: WhoT, 

That bad beene monſtrous? I deſie that man: 

For any ſuch intent, none liues ſo pure, a 

But (hall be ſoild with ſlander, —good ſonne beleine it noe, 

Vu. Oh Tme in doubt, 

Whether I'me my ſelſe, ot no, 

Stay, let me looke agen ypon this face. 
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As any villaine might haue donne. 
Ale. O no, no tongue but yours could haue bewitcht me ſo. 
Vind. O nimble in damnation, quick in tune, 
There is no diuill could ſtrike fire ſo ſoone: 
I am confured in a ward, 
Mot. Oh ſonnes , forgiue me, to my ſelſe ile proue more true, 
You that ſhould honor me, I kneele to you, 
Vind, A mothet to giue ayme to het one daughter. 
H#, True — far be yond nature tis, 
Tho many Mothers dot. 
ud. Nay and you draw teares once, go you to bed, 
Wet. will make yron bluſh and change to ted: 
Brothet it raines, twill ſpoile your dagger, houſe it. 
Hip Tis done, 
Vin. Vfaich tis a (weete ſhower, it dos much good, 
The fruitfull grounds, and meadowes of her ſoule. 
Has beene long dry:powre downe thou bleſſed dew, 
Riſe Mother , troch this ſhower has made you higher. 
Aot. O you heauensꝰtake this infectious ſpot out of my ſoule, 
e rence it in ſeauen waters of mine eyes? 
Make my teares ſalt h to taſt of grace, 
To weepe, is to our ſexe: naturally giuen: 
But to weepe truely thats a gift heauen? 
Vind, Nay lle kifſe you now: kiſſe her brother? 
Lets marry her to our ſoules, wherein's no luſt, 
And honorably loue her. Hip, Let it be. 
in d. For — — — — — rate, 
Tis good to chenjſh t re few are, 
Oh you of eaſie waxe,do — 
Now the diſeaſe has left you, ho leptouſly 
That Office would haue cling d vnto your forchead, 
All mothers that had any gracefull hue, 
Would haue worne es to hide theit face at you: 
It would haue growne to this, at your foule name; 
Greene-collour'd maides would haue turnd red with ſhame? 
1 then our ſiſter full of hire, and baſſeneſſe. 
Vind, There bad beene beyling lead 
The dukes ſonnes — ine: 12 
A dtab of State, a cloath a ſiluer ſlut, To 
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To haue her traine borarvp,cnd ber outeralle Pk dave 3 groar, 


Hy. To be miſerabl 
Vind, O common 
Aske but the thriuing harlot in cold bleud, 
Sheed giue the to make her honour 
Perhaps — ſay but onely to th Dukes ſonne, 
In priuate; w a — — 
Who afterward to thouſand prooues a whore : 
„Breake Ice in one . will —— more. 
Mother. Moſt c 
Hip. Oh Brother, you 
Vind And well — — ele, 
Ichiake man's happieſt, when he forgers himſelſe: 
Farewell once dryed,now holy-watred Meade, 
Our hearts weare Feathers, that before wore Lead, 
Mother, Ile giue you this, that one I neuer knew 
Plead bettet, for, and gainſt the Diuill,then you, 
Vind. You make me proud ont. . 
H. Commend vs in all vertue to our Siſter, 
V-d. I for the loue of heauen, to that true maide, 
Mother, With my beſt words, 
Vind, Why that was motherly ſayd. Ex cum. 
Mother, I wonder now what bury did wrandpoce me? 
— thoughts begin to ſettle in me. 
Oh wi ke hays Ilooke on her 
Whoſe honor Tue ſo impiouſlie beſet, 
And here ſhee comes, 


ly greats bene wretched, 


(al. Now mother, you haue wrought with me ſo ſtrongly, 


That what for my aduancement, as to calme 
The trouble of your tongue : 1 am content. 
Aother, Content, to what ? 
{aft. To do — wiſht me, 


—— eſt to the Dukes ſonne: 
— 
— I hope you will not ſo. 
(af. Hope you I will not? 
Thar's not the you looketo be ſauedio, 
Aother, Truth but it iu. A 
K 


_— 
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(aft. Do not deceiue your ſelſe, 

I am, as you een out of Marble wrought, 

— — — wich as, 

You ſhall not wiſh me to be more laſciui 


aſciuious 

1 — — — 
aft. Ho often me on your bleſſuig 

To be a curled — knew, 5 

Your bleſſing had uo force to make me lewd, 

You laide your curſſe ypon me, that did more, 

The mochers curſe 1s heauy,where that 


Put not all out, with womans wilfull follyes, 

I am recouerd of that foule diſeaſe 

That haunts roo many mothers, linde forgiue me, 

Make me not ſick in health? if then 

My words preuailde when they were wickedneſſe, 

How much more now when are iuſt and good? 
Caft, | wonder what you meane, are not you 

For whoſe infect perſwaſions I could ſcarce 

Kneele out my prayers,and had much adoo 

In three houres reading,to vntwiſt ſo much 

Of the black ſerpent,as you wound about me, 


repeate whats paſt, 


Moch. O thoſe now me: 
What will the deed do then? 
Aduancement, true : as high as ſhame can pitch, 

For Treaſure ; who ete knew a harlot rich 
Or cou'd build by the c 


An hoſpitall ro keepe ther haſtords in: The Dukes ſonne, 


Oh hen Courtiers, ſure to be old 

—— —ͤ— oft K — 0 

Thoudſt wiſh thy ſelſe ynborne, van chou art 
c. O mother let me twikie about your necke, 


And 
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till my ſoule melt on 
—— — 3 


a CobIndeed  didnoeformo tons has force co ukerme from 
If maydens would, mens wor no power, (honeſt 
Av — — Tower. f 
Which being e is guarded with good ſpirits, 
Vacill he baſely —— inherits. ; 
Mor.O happy child!faith and thy birth hath ſaued me, 
tho daughters — of all others, 


Buy a glaſſe for — Exexnt, 
Emer Vindice and — 

Vir. So, ſo, he leanes well, take heede you wake him not bro- 

H. I warant you my life for yours, (ther 


Vir. Thats a good lay, ſor I mult kill my ſelfe? 
Brother thats — for me; :do you — it, 
And I mult ftagd ready here to way my ſelſe yonder—1 
mult fit to bee kild , and ſtand to kill my elfe , I could varry ic 
not ſo little as thrice ouer agen tas ſome eight teturnes like 
Michelmas Tearme, Hep. Thats enow a conſcience, 
Vind. But ſirrah dos the Dukes ſonne come (i 

Hy. No, chere s the hell on t, his faith's too feeble to go alone? 
hee brings fleſh- flies after him, that will buzze againſt ſupper 
time, and hum fot his cemaung out. 

Vd. Ah the fly- flop of vengeance beate em to peecesꝰ here 
was the ſweeteſt 22 to haue made my 
reueng familiar with him ſhow him the body of the Duke his 
facher , and how quaintly he died like a Polititian in hugger- 


mugger,made no man ac with it, and in Cataſtrophe 
ſlaine him ouer his fathers ob Ime mad to looſe ſuch a 
_— opportunity, 


Hy. Nay puſh , pree-thee be content i there's noremedy pre- 

_—y not hereafter times open in as faire faces as this, 
They may if they can paint ſo well? 

Hp, Come, now to auoide al ſorſakethis roome, 

and be going to — — comes? Ent. Luſſ. 

17.1 —— F 8 hee 

d Laſ,On me;you . 
VEE en newly my Lord, iuſt as D enterd now?a- 
—— wa, ONO ia ſome 


2 4 
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His Can e youtt honetit prluste ? ** 
Le. Privat mough for this : onely a few | 
Attend my comming out. Nip. Death rotte thoſe fey. 
Lu. *. — $ the ſlaue. 
Uind, there's the ſlaue indeed my Lord; 
Tis a good child, he calls his Father ſlaue. 
La. I. thats the villaine,the dambd villaine : ſoftly, 
Tread eaſie. | 
Var, Puh, I you my Lord, weele ſtiflle in our breaths, 
Lufſ. That will do well * 
Baſe toague, thou ſleepeſt thy laſt, tis policie, 
To haue him killd in's if — 
Hee would all to them, 
Vind, But my Lord, La. Ha, what ſayſt? 
Vind. Shall we kill him now hees drunke?? Laſel beſt of all, 
Vind. Why then hee will nere live to be ſober ? 


Luſ. No mat ter, let him reele to hell, 
Vind, But being fo full of liquor, I feare hee will put out all 
L. Theu art a mad breſt. (the fire, 


Din And leaue none to warme Lor Sols withall; 
For he that dyes drunke, falls into hell fire like a et a water, 


L Cont be nale your ſwords,thinke of your wrongs 
This ſlaue has iniur — 
Vind, Troth ſo he has, and he has paide well fort. 
Luſ. Meete with him now, 
Vin, Youle beare vs out my Lord? | 
Le/, Puh, am a Lord for nothing thinke you,quickly,now, 
Vind Sa, ſa, ſa: thumpe,there he lyes, 
L.. Nimbly done, ha? oh, villaines, murderers, 
Tis the old Duke my father, Vind, That's a ieſt. 
Luf. What ſtiffe and colde already? 
O pardon me to call you from your names: 
is none of your deed, - chat yillaine Plato 


now to kill, has murderd him, 
Andleft him thus diſguizd. Hy. Andnotwilikely, 
oO tel yas henoraſhamde, 
To put the Due into a greaſie doublet, Loſ 
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Laff, He has beene cold and ſtiff who knowes o? 
— Marry that do I, | . 
Lufſ. No words I pray, off any thing entended: 

Vd. Oh my Lord. | 

Hep, I would faine haue your Lordſhip thinke that we haue 
ſmall reaſon to prate. 

L. Faich thou ſayſt true ile forth-with ſend to Court, 

For all the Nobles, Baſtard, Ducheſſe, all? 

How here by mizacle wee found him dead, 

And in his rayment that foule villaine fled. 

uind! I hat will be the beſt way my Lord, to cleere vs all: lets 
caſt about to be cleete. 
L. Ho, Nencio, Sordido, and the reſt, Enter all, 


1, My Lord. 2, My Lord, 
Li Be witneſſes ofa ſtrange lpeciace: 


Chooling for priuate conference that ſad roome 
We found the Duke my father gealde in bloud, 
1. A y Lordihe Duke run hiethee Nencio, 
Startle the Court by ſignifying ſo much, 
Vind, Thus much by wit a deepeReuenger can: 
When murders knowne,to be the cleeteſt man 
We're ſordeſt oft, and with as bould an eye, 
Su: uay his body as the Randers by. 
Laſs, My royall ſather, too baſely let bloud, 
By a maleuolent ſlaue. 
Hip. Harke?he calls thee ſlaue agen, Yin Ha's loſt, he may; 
L. Oh fight, loo ke hethet, ſee, his lips are gnawa with poyſõ. 
Vi» How-his lips by th maſſe they bee. 
Lyſ. O villaine -O roague--O ſlaue-O raſcall: 
Hip. O good deceite, he = him with hke tearmes, 


1, Whete, 2. Which way. 
Aub. Ouer what roofe hangs this prodigious Comer, 
In deadly fire, 


L. Behold, behold my Lords the Duke my fathers murderd 
by a vaſſaile, that owes this habit, and here left diſguide. 
Dach. My Lord and huſband, 2. Reverend Maieſty. 
1. Ihaue ſeene theſe cloths, often attending on him. 
Vin, That Nobleman, has bin 8 mms" 
| up 
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Sap. Leatne of our mother lets diſſemble to. 
Iam glad hee's vaniſht; ſo I hope are you? 
Amb, 1 you may take my word fort. 
Spur. Old Dad, dead? 
Lone of his caſt ſinnes will ſend the Fates 
Moſt hearty commendat ions by his owne ſonne, 
Ile tug in the new ſtreame, till ſtrength be done. 
L Where be thoſe two, that did affitm: to ys? 
My Lord the Duke was ptiuately rid forth? 
r. O pardon vs my Lords, hee gaue that charge 
Vpon our liues if he wete miſt at Court, 
To anſwer ſo; hee rode not any where, 
We left him priuate with that fellow here? Vind, Confurrade, 
LO heauens, chat falſe charge was his death, 
Impudent Beggars, duſt you to our face, 
Maintaine ſuch a falſe anſ wer beare him ſtraight to execution, 
1. My Lord ? L. Vrge me no more, 
In this the excuſe, may be cal d halfe the murther > 
Vind. Vo ue ſentencde well, 
L. Away ſee it be done. 
Vind. Could you not ſick : ſee what confeſſion doth 2 
Who would not lic when men are hangd for truth? 
Hip Brother how happy is our (=. np 
Vin. Why it hits, paſt the apprehenſion of indifferent wits. 
Luf,My Lord let poſt horle be ſent, f 
Into all places to intrap the villaine, 
Vin. Poſt-horſe ha ha. 
Nob. My Lord, we're ſum- ching bould to know our duetyꝰ 
Your fathers accidentally departed, 
The titles that were due to him. meete you. 

L/. Meete me? I'me not at leiſure my good Lord, 
Tue many greefes to diſpatch out ath way: 
Welcome ſweete titles. talke to me my Lords, 

Of ſtpulchers, and mighty Emperors bones, 
Thats thought for me. 

Vind, So one ſee by this, 
How — 


— 


They 
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They flatter Dukes and Dukes flat ter chem. cus. 
Neb, My Lord ic is your ſhine muſt comfort vs. 

Lufſ, Alas I ſhine in teares like the Sunne in Aprill, 
Nl. Your now my Lords grace? | 
L My Lords grace ? Iperceiue youle haue it ſo, 
Nebl, 11s but your one. 

Lf, Then heauens giue me grace to be ſo? 

Vind. He praies wel for him-ſelfe, 

Ne6l_ Madame all forrowes, 

Muſt runne their circles into ioyes, no doubt but time, 

Wil make the murderer bring forth him-ſclfe, 

Vid. He were an Aſſe then yfaith? 

Neb. In the meane ſeaſon, 

Let vs bethinke the lateſt-tunerall honors: 

Due to the Dukes cold bodie,—and withall, 

Calling to memory our new happineſſe, 

Spreade in his royall ſonne. Lords Gentlemen, 

Prepare for Reuells. ud, Reuells, 

Nobl, Time hath ſeveral! falls, 

Greefes lift vp ioyes,feaftes put downe funeralls. 

Lf, Come then my Lords, my fauours to you all, 

The Ducheſſe is ſuſpeted,fowly bent, 

Ile beginne Dukedome with her baniſhmem? =Exennt Dube 
H. p. Reuells, X Nobles and Ducheſſe, 
Vind.1,that's the word, we are firme yer, 

Strike one ftraine more, and then we crowne our wit, £xes.Bro, 

Spa. Well, haue the fayreſt marke, (ſo ſayd the Duke when 
he begot me,) ä 
And it I miſſe his heart ot neere about, 

Then haue at any. a Baſtard ſcornes to be out. 

Sp. Not'ft thou that Sparis brother, 

And, Yes Inote himto our ſhame, 

Super. He ſhall not liue,his haire ſhall not grow much longer? 
in this time of Reuells tricks may be ſer a ſoote, ſeeſt thou yon 
new Moone, it ſhall out- liue the new Duke by much, this hand 
ſhall diſpoſſeſſe him, then we're mighty, . 
A maſ ke is treaſons licence, that build ypon? 

Tis murders beſt face when a vizard - on. * 
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Amb, Io, ts very good, 
And do - outhinke to be Dukethen,kinde brother 
Le ſee faire play, drop one, and there lies tother. Exit Ambi. 
Euter V indice & Hippolito,with Pieto and other Lords, 
Vmd, My Lords; be all of Mulick, ſtrike old grictes into other 
That flow in too much milke, and haue faint liuers, (counti ies 
Not daring to {tab home theit diſcontents : 
Let our hid flames breake Gut,as fire,as lightning, 
To blaſt this villanous Dukedome:yext with ſinne; 
Winde vp your ſoules to their full height agen. 
Piero, How? . Which way? 
3. Any way: our wrongs are ſuch, 
We cannot iultly be reuengde too much, 
Umd, You ſhall haue h : -—-Revels are to ward, 
And thoſe few Nobles that hauc long ſuppteſſd you, 
Are buſied to the furniſhing of a Maske: 
And do affect to make a pleaſant taile ont. 
The Masking ſuites are faſhioning, now comes in 
That which muſt glad vs all---wee to take patt erne 
Of all thoſe ſuites, the colour, ttumming, laſhion, 
Een to an vndiſtiaguiſht hayre almoſt : 
Then earring firſt, obſerving the true forme, 
Within a ſtraine ot two we (hall finde leaſute, 
To ſteale our {words out handſomly, 
And when they thinke their pleaſure {weere and good, 
In midſt of all their ioyes, they ſhall ſigh bloud. | 
Pi. Weightily, effectually, 3. beſote the tother Maskers come, 
Vind. We re gone, all done and paſt. 
Pie, But how for the Dukes guard? Find. Let that alone, 
By one and one their ſtrengths ſhall be drunke downe, 
Hip, There are five hundred Gentlemen in the action, 
That will apply them-ſclues,andnot ſtand idle. 
Ri: Oh let vs hug your boſomes. Vun. Come my Lords, 
Prepare for deeds, let other times haue words. Exeunt, 
[In a dum foew,the poſſeſſing of the young Puke. 
with all bis Nobles: Then ſoundesg Muſick, 
A furniſir Table is brought forth : then enters the D 
E bis Noble; ta the banquet, A bl gig tar appeareth, 
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Noble. Many harmonious houres, and choiſeſt pleaſures, 
Fill yp the royall numbers 22 yeares. 
L. My Lords we're pleaſd to thanke youꝰ- tho we knoy, 
Tis but your duety now to wiſh it ſo, 
Ne, That ſhine makes vs all happy. 
3. Nob, His Grace frouncs? | 
2. Neb. Vet we mult ſay he (miles. r, Nob, I thinke we muſt. 
I. That foule-Iacontinent Ducheſſe we haue baniſhe, 
Tne Baſtard ſhall not live: after theſe Reuells 
lle begin — oneszaee and the ſtepſonnes, 
hall pay their lives for the firſt ſubſidles, 
We — not frowne ſo ſoone, elſe Vad beene now? 
1.Neb, My gratious Lord. pleaſe you prepare for pleaſure, 
The maſke is hot far off, 
L.. We ate for pleaſure, 
Beſhrew thee, hat art thou? madſt me ſtartꝰ 
Thou haſt committed treaſon,. A blazing (tar, 
1, Ne. A blazing ſtar, O where my Lord. L Spy out. 
2. Nob, See, ſee, my Lords, a wondrous · qteadſul one. 
Lf. Iam not pleaſd at chat ill ænott ed fire, 
That buſhing-flaring ſtar, - am not I Duke? 
It ſhould not quake me now: had it appeard, 
Before it, I might then haue iuſtly fear 
Bur yet they ſay,whom att and learning Weds: 
When ſtars were locks,they threaten great-mens heads, 
Is it ſo ? you are read my Lords, 
1,Nob, May it pleaſe your Grace, 
It ſhowes great anger, 
Lf. That dos not pleaſe our Grace, 
2. Nob. Yet here's the comfort my Lord, many times 
When it ſeemes moſt it threatnes fatdeſt off, 
L. Faith and I thinke ſo too. 
1. Neb. Beſide my Lord, 
Vou r gracefully eftabliſht with the loues 
Of all your ſubiects: and for naturall death, 
I hope it will be threeſcore a comming- 
L True, no more but threeſcore years. 
. 1:Nob;Foureſcorel hope my Lord: 2, Neb. And fiueſcore, I, 
ne 
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Giue me thy hand;theſe others I rebuke, © 
Hedhar hopes Dy ſitt eſt for a Duke: 
Thou ſhalt fit next me, take your places Lords, 
We're ready now for ſports, let em ſer on. 
You thing? we ſhall forget youquire anon! 
3. Nel. ] heare em comming my Lord, Emter the Make of 


Lu. Ahtis well, Renenger« the two Brothers an 
Brothers, and Baſtard,you dance next in hell? e Lords more. 
The Rewengers dawnce? 


_ Alt the end, ſteale out their ſwords , and theſe foure kill the fre «t 
the Table, in their Chamer — 4 
Vind, Marke, Thunder? 
Doſt know thy kue, thou big-yoyct cryer? 
Dukes groanes,arethunders watch-words, 
Hy, 8e my Lords, You haue ynough, 
Vind, Come lets away,no lingring. Exeunt. 
Hy. Follow, goe? 
Vind, No power is angry when the luſt-ful die, 
When thunder-claps,heauen likesthe tragedy. Exit Vin, 
Luſ. Oh, oh. 

Euter the ether Maſkg of entended murderers” S tep-ſontʒ Raſtard; 
and a fourth man , comming in dauncing , the Dukg recoueri 4 
little in voyce,and groanes Calls « on, 

At which they all ftart aut of their meaſure , and tnruing towards 
the Table, they ſmde them all to be murdered, 


Spur. Whoſe groane was that? Luſ, Treaſon,a guard. 
«Amb How now?all murderd! Super. Murderd! 
4, And thoſe his Nobles? 
eAmb, Here's a labour ſau d, 


I thoughtto haue ſped him, Sbloud how camethis, 
Sper, Then I proclaime my ſelfe , now l am Duke, 
Amb. Thou Duke,! brother thou liek, 
- pu. Slaue ſo doſt thou? 
4. Baſe villayne haſt thou ſlaine my Lord and Maiſter, 
| Enter the firſt men. 
Vind. Piſtolla, treaſon, murder guard my — 4 Duke. 


H. Lay hold this T - 
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Vi» Surgeons,Surgeons,--heart dos he breath ſo long. 
Ant. A pitcous tragædy, able to wake, 

An old-mans eyes bloud - hot; Oh. 


Vin.Looke to my Lord the Duke-a vengeance throttle him, * 


Confeſſe thou murdrous and ynhollowed man, 


Didſt thou kill all theſe? 

. None but the Baſtard I, 
Vu How came the Duke ſlaine then: | 
4. We ſound him ſo, LO villaine, 


Vu, Harke. L. Theſe in the maske did murder ys, 


Vi, Law you now fir, 
O marble impudence!will you confeſſe now? 
4. Sloud tis all falſe, 
Ant Away with that foule monſter, 
Dipt in a Printes bloud, 
4. Heart ris alye, 
Ant, Let him haue bittet execution. 
Vin. New marrow no I cannot be expreſt, 
How faires my Lord the Duke. 
L Fare wel to al, 
He that climes higheſt has the greateſt fall, 
My tong is out of office, 
Vin. Ayre Gentlemen,ayre, 


Now thoult not prate ont,twas Vindice murdredthee, 
Luſ.Oh, Vis. Murdred thy Father, 
Luſ.Oh, 


Vin. And I am he- tell no-body,ſoſo,the Dukes departed, 
Ant It was a deadly hand that wounded him, 
The reſt, ambitious who ſhould rule and ſway, 
After his death were ſo made all away, 
Vin. My Lord was vnlikely, Hp. Now the hope, 
Of Italy lyes in your reverend yeatesꝰ 
Vin,Your hayre, ill make the ſiluet age agen, 
When there was fewer but more honeſt men, 
Ants, Ihe burdens weighty and will prefle age downe, 
May 1 ſo rule that heauen nay keepe the tone, 
Vir. The rape of your good Lady has beene quite d, 
With death on death, An luſt is the Laye aboue 


Bur 
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But of al things it put me moſt to wonder, , 
How the old Duke came murdred, Vi» Oh, my Lord, 
Ant, It was the ſtrangelieſt carried, I not hard of the like, 
Hi. Tas all donne for the beft my Lord, (now, 
Ven, All for your graces good ? we may be bould to ſpeake ir 
Twas ſome-what witty carried tho we ſay it. 
Twas we two murdred him, Ant., Vou twor 
Vir. None elſe ifaith 2 nay twas well managde, 
Ant Lay hands ypon thoſe villaines. Vi» How on vs? 
* Ant Beare'emtwoſ; execution, 
Vin Heart waſt not for your good my Lord? 
Ant. My good away with em ſuch an ould man as he, 
Yon that would murder him would murder me, 
Vin ld come about; .Sfoote brother you begun, 
Vin. May not we ſet as well as the Dukes ſonne, 
Thou haſt no conſcience,are we not reuengde? 
s there one enemy left ahue amongſt thoſe? 
Tis time to die, when we are our ſelues our foes, - 
When murders ſhut deeds cloſſe, this curſe does ſeale em, 
If none diſcloſe em they them ſelues teueale em 
This murder might haue ſlept in tongleſſe braſſe, 
But for our ſelues, and the world dyed an affe; 
Now I remember too, here was Piate, (time 
Brought forth a knauiſh ſentance once, no doubt (ſaid he.) but 
Will make the murderer bring forth himſelfe? 
Tu well he died, he was a witch, 
Arid now my Lord,fince we are in for euer: 
This wotke was ours which elſe mighthaue beene ſlipt, 
And if we liſt, we could haue Nobles clipt, 
And go for leſſe then beggers, but we hate 
To bſeed ſo cowardly we haue ynough, L 
Yfaith,we're well, out Mother turnd, our Sifter true, 
We die after a neſt of Dukes, adue, Excunt. 
5 How ſubtilly was that ae eloſde, beare vp, 
0 ck bodies, tis a heauy ſeaſon: | | 
Prop hen thay blog may —— Ext. 
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